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PREFACE. 



I SHOULD preface this little book with an apology, 
did I only consider how nneqnal I am to attempt, in 
this manner, to subserve the great and beautiful 
work we all of us are invited to engage in. But if, 
as they say, there is nothing throughout nature from 
which a thinking mind may not derive some benefit 
or pleasure, may not pleasure and advantage much 
more be expected to arise from the communion of 
mmd with mind, heart with heart, on those high and 
holy subjects which, of themselves, enlighten the 
most ignorant, and exalt the most lowly ? And, as 
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without God*s blessing, we know, the most persua- 
sive eloquence cannot win its wished-for end, so the 
weakest and most simple word becomes searching 
and powerful if His Spirit makes it "a word in 
season." To Him I commend what I have writ- 
ten, and, poor and imperfect as it is, if He deign to 
prosper it, it shall bring forth precious fruit to His 
honour and glory. 

Dear Reader, it is never too much for those to 
hope, who tread on Holy Ground, that some time in 
their journeying they may meet with angel company : 
and shall this be your lot, which may God grant, the 
inefficiency of one who wished to walk with you a httle 

way thereon, will be no subject of regret to either of 
us. 
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Blessed are ye that sow beside all waters. 

Isaiah xxxii. 20. 

O BUILD not castles in the air. 

And say, * I'll turn again. 
And serve my God when I live there. 

And seek His glory then ;' 
But earnestly endeavour thou 
To honour thy Redeemer now. 
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Hast thou thy fellow-creatures' love, 

Their honour, notice, praise. 
Oh, raise their thoughts to things above, 

Lead them in Wisdom's ways ! 
So strive if thou hast but one friend. 
And Grod thy influence shall extend. 

But perhaps thy words are little worth. 
To thee no hearts are given — 

Yet oft, we know, the scorned on earth 
Are honored most in heaven : 

God's angels passed the rich man's gate. 

On outcast Lazarus to wait. 

To those who our weak words despise. 

We yet can give our prayer. 
This to the heaven of heavens shall rise, 

And find acceptance there : 
The mighty God who reigns above. 
Scorns not the prayer of faith and love. 

Christian, look roimd ! — is there no grief. 
No sorrow thou canst soothe. 
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Want to which thou canst yield relief, 

Pillow which thou canst smooth ? 
Hast thou no word of love to cheer 
Some feUow-pilgrim mourning here ? 

O, Satan's servants ne'er complain 
That they have nought to do ! 

Why slumber ye so idly then^ 
Hath God no need of you ? — 

Say not, "There's nothing for me here." 

Your God needs labo&rers everywhere. 

He knows thy talents, and the end 
For which He gave thee each ; 

And He is ever near, thy Friend, 
The use of all to teach : — 

Weak are the strong if led by pride. 

But strong the weak with God their guide. 

Some the first-fruits of grace despise. 

But most unwise are they. 
There's always twilight in the skies, 

Before the perfect day ; 
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And who is faithful in the least. 
Shall find ere long his gifts increased. 

But who unheeded, animproved. 

Shall let his talents lie. 
Shall find them one hy one removed. 

Nor o'er their ruins sigh — 
That which he seemed to have of grace. 
Shall fade at last, and leave no trace ! 

Then pass not present duties o'er. 

In dreams of other days. 
When ways and means there may be more, 

Of shewing forth God's praise. 
Blessed are those, where'er they go. 
Who by all waters ceaseless sow ! 
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Pray for the peace of Jerusalem. 

Psalm cxxii. 6. 



Pray for Jerusalem's peace ! 

Jehovah bids ye pray. 
And your rejoicing shall increase 

As ye His word obey ! 
Forgotten, He doth not forget. 
Her Monarch loves Jerusalem yet ! 

Pray for Jerusalem's peace ! 

Though bound in unbelief. 
Her Lord is mighty to release. 

And soothe, and heal her grief. 
Forgotten, He doth not forget. 
Her Monarch loves Jerusalem yet ! 
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Pray for Jerusalem's peace, 

E'en for His sake who trod. 
Unknown and scorned, Jerusalem's streets. 

The Holy One of God ! 
Forgotten, He doth not forget. 
Her Monarch loves Jerusalem yet ! 

Pray for Jerusalem's peace ! 

That through her tears she gaze 
On Him whom she hath pierced, nor cease 

To mourn her evil ways. 
Till He her hackshdings forget. 
And comfort lost Jerusalem yet ! 

Pray for Jerusalem's peace ! 

Her God entreats ye will, 
His love for her knows no decrease. 

He thinks upon her still. 
Forgotten, He doth not forget. 
Her Monarch loves Jerusalem yet ! 
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Proverbs xxi. 13. 



O TURN not carelessly thine ear away. 
When earth's afflicted children cry to thee, 
Or, saith the Lord of Hosts, thou too shalt pray, 
And thy prayer also shall unnoticed be ! 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger walks abroad ! 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger is the Lord ! 

The world is full of weariness and woe. 
And who, unkindly, will not give relief. 
But where distress is does not care to go. 
Shall have no soother in his bitter grief! 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger walks abroad ! 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger is the Lord ! 
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Alas, the path of every child of earth. 

Is much beset by many toils and snares ! 

And he who thinks another's soul not worth 

HU love, and watchfulness, and tears, and prayers, 

Shall himBelf wander in the shades of night. 

And look in vain for guidance and for light ! 

Who see no danger will not ask for aid. 
But in their name thy Saviour speaks to thee ; 
Who have no friends to seek friends are afraid. 
Must they then perish in their misery 1 — 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger walks abroad ! 
Know thou the Poor's Avenger is the Lord ! 
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He that winneth souls is wise. 

Proverbs xi. 30. 

Who winneth souls is wise ! 

A fellow worker he 
With Him who spread ahroad the skies, 

And made the earth and sea ! 

Who winneth sonls is wise ! 

Who winneth souls is great ! 
Oh, who his power can rightly prize 

Over another's fate ! 

Sarth's erring children are 

By many captive led. 
From Wisdom's ways they wander far, 

And dwell among the dead. 

Some bask in Fortune's smile, — 

She leads their souls astray. 
Caresses them a little while. 

Then leaves — and where are they ! 
6 
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Some long for earthly fame. 
And all their thoughts are given 

To win themselves on earth a name. 
Who might have one in heaven I 

Some earthly love ensnares. 

And chains them down to earth ! 

Some are o'erwhelmed with fruitless cares. 
And hopes of nothing worth ! 

The archers stand without — 
They're watching every hour ! 

And a fierce lion roams ahout. 
The unwary to devour ! — 

Child of Jehovah, come — 
Graze on the dreary view- 



Sure ye will try to rescue some. 
It is not nought to you ! 

The engrossed by earthly things. 
Your labours may despise ; 

But He hath said, the King of kings, 
" Who winneth souls is wise !" — 
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Glorious their victories ! 

And beautifiil their voice ! 
The dwellers in the wilderness 

At its glad tones rejoice ! 

Glorious their welcome home ! 

They meet not strangers when 
They to their Lord's bright mansions come, — 

Kind, noble, faithM men ! 

For well the angels know 

Those to whom God hath given 
To cause another stream to flow 

Of glorious joy in heaven ! — 

" Who winneth souls is wise !" 

Who here reflects God's light. 
Shall shine in His eternal skies 

As yonder stars are bright ! 

" Who winneth souls is wise !" 

Who serves a God of love 
Here, truly, shall hereafter rise. 

And reign with Him above. 
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Proverbs xiv. 21. 



Despise not another, whate'er he may be. 
Nor think that his welfare is nothing to thee : 
The Lord of the universe came from above 
To teach us this lesson, this lesson of love. 

Shall we despise any, treat any with pride 
For whom the great Lord of the universe died ! 
Shall the love which our Saviour hath purchased thus, 
Be coldly disdained when bestowed upon us ! 

The prayer of the helpless is heard in high heaven. 

And to it a merciful answer is given : 

At the prayer of the penitent angels rejoice. 

And shall we turn away with contempt from his voice ! 
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The wisdom and science of earth we may praise. 
But their honours are fading, and numbered their 

days; 
We may praise the fair stars and the glorious sun, 
But the soul of our brother outlives every one 1 

And what is its value ! — Its ransom was paid 
When the blood of heaven's Lord on earth's altars was 

laid ! 
Against whom then do we in our haughtiness rise, 
When our lowliest brother we learn to despise ! 

Though Pride may, at first, seem distinction to claim. 
Her end is destruction, her glory is shame ! 
Though scorned be Ilumility, great is her part. 
For God dwells in the humble and penitent heart I 
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Poor child of earth, 
That thinkest thyself nothing, art despised 
By the despised, yea, unesteemed by all — 
A thing of no account, worth no regard. 
Thought, or respect ; nay, for whom even such worda 
Seem, if apphed, incongruous ! — Only here 
Art thou looked coldly on — and only here 
Art thou uncared for : — angels watch for thee 
With anxious eyes, and looks of pitying love ! — 
And demons, with their eager malice, strive 
To compass thy destruction I — and the voice 
Of the Creator of the universe. 
Before whom cherubim and seraphim 
For ever cast their crowns, — whose power sustains. 
Upholds, supports, rejoices every thing, — 
Cries to thee without ceasing ! pleads with thee ! 
Beseeches thee to come to Him, that thou 
May'st in Him glory and delight on earth. 
And reign with Him in heaven ! 
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THOUGHTS ON KINDNESS. 

How great the power of love to cheer 
The heart that sorrow wrings ! 

Kindness is not an angel^ dear^ 
If Kindness have not wings ! 

There is so much of grief on earth. 
So much distress and woe ! 

What are our thoughts of pity worth. 
If they no farther go ? — 

'Tis but a little time we live. 
And there's so much to do ! 

So many here that we might give 
Succour or solace to ! 

There are so many aching hearts. 

So many brows of care ; 
And Satan flings his flery darts. 

And hides his subtle snare. 
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And lays his many thousands low. 

While we pass gaily by, 
Or think we're kind if, as we go, 

We breathe a passing sigh ! — 

— Though heavenly the smile she wear. 
And sweet the song she sings, 

Eandness is not an angel, dear. 
If Kindness have not wings ! 

Oh, not for ornament but use. 

Is every talent given. 
To Jesus' glory to conduce. 

Or win lost souls to heaven. 

The hands, the head, the intellect. 

All have a work to do. 
And can the loving heart expect 

It should not labour too ? — 

The springs of mercy and of love. 
Heaven-planted in the breast. 

If vent they seek, rich blessings prove. 
Making all round them blest : 
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But if within for ever pent. 

Not answering their end. 
The kind, the mercifiil intent 

Of the all-loving Friend, 

Or soon, or late, they dry and fail, — 

And then, alas, we see 
A wilderness, the fruitful vale, 

A waste, fertilitv ! — 

No empty pity Jesus shewed. 

For He forsook heaven's throne, 
To make with sinners his abode 

And for their sins atone ! 

No empty pity Jesus taught : 

" Love as I loved thee — '' 
His love was not alone in thought. 

No more must ours be ! — 

— And never speak of want or fear — 

Who calls us to kmd things. 
Is with His children everywhere. 

In all their joumeyings. 

c 
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His Loving Spirit e'er conducts 

Who, will upon their way. 
Directs their doings, and instructs 

Them when, and what to say : 

Is ever present to supply 
Their need, their hurdens bear, 

To lighten the uplifted eye. 
And grant the ardent prayer. — 

Christ's servant, succoured from above. 

Is as his Master here — 
Guided to guide, beloved to love. 

And comforted to cheer. 

Cares, difficulties, all must find. 

Whatever be their road. 
Enough, to crush the firmest mind 

That is not stayed on God : 

But that to which Pridcj Passion, Fame, 
Yea, all earth's great ones bow. 

Leaves Hope's light shining still the same 
On th' lowliest Christian's brow. 
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He fears no darkness^ danger^ dearth, 

His treasure is above. 
His strength is not the strength of earth. 

His love not earthly love. 

His wisdom fails not, the All-wise 

Informeth him in all — 
Like clouds our thoughts from earth must rise, 
Ere they as blessings fall. — 

— Kindness an angel ! heaven-supplied ! 

How grand, how sweet the thought ! 
Dispensing blessings far and wide. 

Blessings from heaven brought ! 

Like incense rise her gentle deeds. 

Her prayers perfume the air. 
For those unseen, unknown, she pleads. 

And blessed is her prayer. 

But while across so vast a sphere 

Her influence extends. 
Think you she fails her home to cheer. 

To love, to bless her friends ? — 

c2 
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Oh^ deem not the contracted heart 
Most fervent, or most true! 

God need not bid old love depart. 
To make a way for new ! 

If m His all-containing hand 

He holds infinity. 
Think you he knows not to expand 

The heart that large would be ? 

Least firmly rooted is the tree 
That spreads its branches wide. 

And beareth fruit luxuriantly, — 
The stately forest's pride ? 

Or are the waters of the pool 
More sure or sweet to thee. 

Because the river's waters roll 
On to the distant sea ? 

Because it visits other homes. 
Others to cheer and bless. 

And maketh glad where'er it comes. 
Say, doth it serve you less ? 
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Or fragrant flowers in your parterre, 

Saj, doth their sweetness fail 
Because their perfume fills the air. 

And gUdes along the gale ? 

Or prize jou less the rich sunshine^ 

Because its beams are bright 
To other eyes as well as thine> 

Rejoicing in its light ? — 

— God speed thy course, sweet child of love 

We ask thee not to stay, 
Thou hast an errand from above, 

God speed thee on thy way ! 

Make smooth her paths, for every where 

Blessing and peace she brings. 
Kindness is not an angel, dear. 

If Kindness have not wings ! 
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There is that speaketh like the piercings of a sword, but the 
tongue of the wise is health. 

Proverbs xii. 18. 

'Tis ne'er well-spoken the sarcastic word. 
That woundeth like the piercings of a sword ; 
The wise man strives to bless, to heal, to soothe, 
To make the path of duty plain and smooth. 

We may not hope with sarcasm souls to win. 
Disgust with folly, or make blush for sin : 
God gives us weapons to make war with vice. 
Why borrow Satan's ! do not these suffice ? 

Though like an angel, clad in robes of light, 
Satan appear, and seem to lead aright. 
Be sure, howe'er he thy perception dim. 
Who fights with Satan's weapons, fights for him. 
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Shall Satan cast out Satan ? shall we try 
To conquer sin with Satan our ally ? — 
What profits it one evil to erase. 
If hut to add a greater in its place ! 

Ye may, perchance, see Folly's cheek suf^sed. 
Make others laugh at her, and her confused — 
We may humiliate, and not reclaim. 
And there is evil nothing puts to shame: — 

Hatred, Revenge, and Malice, Envy too. 
Your hand may beckon in, unmeant by you. 
May beckon in to spoil your brother's heart — 
But never can ye bid these fiends depart ! 

Remember Jesus ! He was kind and meek. 
Would' st thou guide others, first His guidance seek;— 
He never sends His children forth to warn 
With words of mockery, or looks of scorn. 

Ne'er to reprove, is coldly to deceive. 
But let the law of kindness never leave 
Thy Ups, thy heart, thy pure or noble mind ; — 
In being faithful, cease not to be kind. 
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Didst thou thyself wisdom or goodness give ? 
Or what hast thou that thou didst not receive ? — 
And wherefore were these precious hoons supplied ? 
To teach thee arrogance^ to foster pride ? — 

Nav, but to fit thee for a work of love 
Are blessings poured upon thee from above : 
Thou art forgiven to teach thee to forgive ; 
Blessed, to bless ; re-bom, to Christ to live ! 

'Tis ne'er well-spoken, the sarcastic word 
That woundeth like the piercings of a sword; 
Seek meekness, patience, seek as Christ to be. 
And deal with others as He deals with thee. 



^ 
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Proverbs zxix. 5. 

In Friendship be thou ever true. 

In Kindness be thou wise, 
Never for love or honour sue 

By flattery or lies ! — 
Better thou should' st uncared-for be. 

And live and die alone. 
Than risk thy friends' eternity. 

To make their love thine own. 

Our foes will tempt us to offend. 

We guard from such as they ; — 
But, woe betide us, when a friend 

Throws danger in our way I — 
There's poison in the mocker's tale. 

And on the flatterer's tongue. 
Who listens to them cannot fail 

To suffer grievous wrong I 
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Our Saviour saith, " Give me thine heart." 

'Tis He would reign within. 
And grace, and joy, and peace impart, 

And free the soul from sin : 
Shall we, pretending love, draw near. 

And with earth's thoughts dehase 
A precious soul to Him so dear. 

That we may fill His place ! — 

Pray we for strength away to drive 

Cold-hearted selfishness ! 
For grace to make us henceforth strive, 

Not friends to win, hut hless ! 
Or what shall he in Time's last day. 

When our changed eyes hehold 
Those we lured wantonly away 

From the Redeemer's fold ! 
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, Man looks to man for sympathy — 
Let him not look in vain ! 
Nothing's required of us that we 
Shall not require again. 

Think thou in thy prosperity^. 
Should' st thou he sad or poor. 

How sweet would kindness be, how hard 
Unkindness to endure ! 

Our future path may not be smooth 
Like that which late we trod, — 

But, if it be, is it for us 
Thus to requite our God ? 

Freely we have received His love. 

Then let us freely give 
Our love, our fellowship to all. 

While here on earth we live. 
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Let's strive to show our gratitude 
In the one way we can : — 

We serve our God, we honour Him, 
When we are kind to man ! 
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Saviour of sinners. Lord of endless love ! 

To Thee in my disquietude I flee, 

I know Thy mercy soars our fears above. 

And all earth's kindreds may be blessed in Thee I 

Saviour of sinners ! Thou hast left Thy Name 
Long as the sun endures, a mighty tower, 
And all who will may flee into the same. 
And find protection in the trying hour ; 

For all is safety there, and all is peace. 
Peace upon earth, and peace with God in heaven ; 
There each misgiving, doubt, and fear must cease. 
For all found there are rescued and forgiven ! 

Blest are the poor, the friendless, and the meek, 
Who hope to build no tower of their own. 
No other help, no other refuge seek. 
But through their tears look up to Thee alone ! 
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Woe to the rich whose wealth is their stronghold. 
And their high wall to hide them from their foes ; 
For who shall make them understand when told 
That most misleads on which they most repose ? — 

Saviour of sinners ! send Thy Spirit forth 
To take our hard and careless hearts away ; 
And give instead, before the day of wrath. 
Pure, holy, thankful hearts. Great God, I pray! 

Saviour of sinners. Lord of endless love ! 
Let not Thy grace be offered us in vain ! 
May we the treasures of Thy mercy prove. 
Come to our rest, and go not thence again ! 
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MAKE ME THY SERVANT! 

O GIVE me wisdom. Lord, to know my way, 
What Thou would'st have me do, and think, and say ; 
Make Thou me wise to choose the better part. 
Then bless the wishes of my earnest heart ! 

Most Wise, instruct me ! Open Thou mine eyes 
To see Thy glory, and my heart to prize : 
Let not earth's wisdom satisfy or lead 
The soul that would on Heaven's wisdom feed ! 

Miou hast no pleasure in the sinner's fall. 
For Thou art merciful and kind to all ! 
Thou wouldest every sinner should repent. 
And joy in the salvation Thou hast sent. 
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Make me Thy servant ! — ^Teach me to proclaim. 
Unworthy though I am. Thy glorious name ! 
My heart is foolish, yet my heart seeks Thee, 
Thou knowest, O my God, how earnestly ! 

Instruct me what to do, and when, and how, — 
I come to Thee for guidance, lead me Thou ! 
'Tis true that I am ignorant and hase. 
But great Thy mercy, and complete Thy grace. 

Make me thy servant ! — Lord, it is not mine. 
The wish to serve Thee is a work of Thine ! 
Finish that work of love thou hast hegun. 
For the hless'd sake of Thy beloved Son ! 

Make me Thy servant ! — not a child of pride. 
But one for ever clinging to Thy side : 
Converse with me, and teach me to repeat 
The words I learn while sitting at Thy feet. 

Make me Thy servant ! — seeking to please Thee 
In stedfast faith and deep humility : 
Not scorning those whom others worthless call, 
But loving Thee, and in Thee loving all. 
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Make me Thy servant ! — watchful, patient, kind, 
Give me a fervent and devoted mind, 
A single eye to seek Thy gracious will, 
A single heart that purpose to fiilfil. — 

And never let thine erring child forget 
Even duty's path with danger is beset ; 
That Satan walks even by the child of Grod, 
And hideth snares even in the narrow road ! 

So shall I prize the Ught that cheers thine own, 

So shall I tremble to be left alone. 

So shall mine eyes for ever look to Thee, 

And Thou shalt guard, and guide, and counsel me ! 
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THE SLOTHFUL. 

" Alas, there is a lion in the way !" 

I ofltimes hear the slothful Christian say : — 

Each little danger fifty-fold he sees. 

His conscience stills with faithless, selfish pleas. 

And wastes a life in indolence and ease ! 

But thou, beloved, a better choice be thine. 
Trust thou the promises of aid divine ; — 
Let not thy feet be caught in Satan's snare. 
But take the path of duty, — God is there ! 
Pray for His Help, and cast on Him thy care. 

The slothful' s way is like a hedge of thorns. 

He cannot move for fear of foes or storms ! 

He has not energy to break the yoke 

That binds him down — ^he would not have it broke. 

But wraps himself in darkness as a cloak ! 
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Beloved, the rough places are made plain 
To him who walks with Jesus — loss is gain ! 
Hinderance is aid! — thorns, briars, once cumbersome. 
Tall firs, and odorous myrtles then become ! — 
All helps him now, and points him to his home ! 
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Ecclesiastes xi. 6. 



'I HEARD a mourning Christian once. 

Who bitterly bewailed : — 
" I never tried to serve the Lord, 

But that I always failed ! 

" I've talked with sinners oft in tears, 
Of One who pleads above ; 

But never could I win for Him 
Their sorrow, or their love ! 

" I've poured on men my benefits. 
That I might gain their ear ! 

Still all I said was powerless — 
It was so everywhere I 
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** I never sought a little child's 

Affections to obtain 
For Christ, and heaven, but I have wept, 

For it was all in vain ! 

" Ive planned for good with industry, 

I gave myself no rest. 
Early and late I laboured — yet 

My work hath not been blest ! 

*' I have lost friends by trying, but 

Not one to Christ could win ; 
I never got one friend to leave 

The beaten track of sin I" — 

'Twas thus I heard a Christian once 

Lament, with bitter tears. 
The little he had done for God 

In many, many years. — 

Then thought he of the fishermen 

Who toiled all night in vain. 
And yet at Jesus' word, in faith, 

Let down their nets again. 
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He seemed to see their wondering eyes. 

To hear their lips reprove. 
That his impatient, murmuring heart 

Could doubt Messiah's love. 

And swiftly then he dashed aside 
The tear-drops from his eyes ; 

And swiftly to God's mercy-seat 
His ransomed thoughts arise ; 

And safely in his heart of hearts. 
He treasures Love's command : 

** In the morning sow thy seed, at night 
Withhold not thou thine hand ; 

Thou know'st not which shall prosper, this 

Or that, or both be blest ! 
'Tis thine to labour faithfully. 

And leave to God the rest." — 

From the beginning to the end 
His works to God are known, 

And that Omniscience is confined 
To Him, and Him alone ! 
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Oh, wherefore with the rich and great 

Will ye alone ahide. 
And turn from the unfortunate 

With cold, repelling pride ! — 
Though wealth, and pomp, and state hewitch. 

And want and care offend. 
The poor are greater than the rich — 

Grod is the poor man's Friend ! 

The cup already running o'er 

Ye pour your hlessings in ! 
Well pleased ye add to plenty's store. 

The rich man's smile to win ! — 
Grudgingly answer ye the call 

Of poor and needy men. 
Yet pleads for them the Lord of all — 

His smile is nothing then ! 
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To visit your rejoicing home 

The rich man ye constrain ; 
Well pleased are ye to see him come. 

Grieved when he goes again : 
Ye'd scorn to give the houseless leave 

Under your roof to rest — 
Yet, would ye kindly such receive. 

Their God would be your guest ! 
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WHICH IS THE BEST? 



Oh, which is the best ? Oh, which is the best ? 

The applause of the world awhile. 
Or honour and praise through eternity's days, 

The Almighty Creator's smile ! 
Will ye be content with earth's honour or gain. 
Or will ye the glories of heaven obtain ? 

Oh which is the best ? — to grasp like the rest 
At pleasures which vanish when caught. 

To sail with the tide, down the waters of Pride, 
Bound, alas, for Destruction's port ! 

Or, led by the Lord who guides stars on their way. 

Reach thrones prepared for you in regions of day ? 
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Oh, which is the best ? Oh, which is the best ? 

No longer defer ye the choice ! 
While ye hear from above Wisdom's accents of love, 

Oh stop not your ear to her voice ! 
Will ye choose death eternal, or endless life win. 
Be free in the Lord, or the bondsmen of sin ? 
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Who has not dreaded evil oft. 

When evil never came ; 
And, when danger seemed to threaten him 

Like a devouring flame, — 
Who has not wondered oft to see 

Removed each cause of fear. 
And all look smiling and serene. 

Instead of sad and drear ! 

Who has not wept himself to sleep. 

Dreading to-morrow's sun. 
Yet found the morrow, when it came, 

A glad and happy one ! 
And when there seemed no hope to escape 

Griefs that before him lay. 
Who has not blessed some unseen hand, 

That swept them all away ! 



44 BXfXECnOXS FOR 



Tbere is a ' need be * for each grief — 

It comes wnh kicd intent — 
Tliei>^*s not a paiig firom wfaidi we shrink^ 

But is tQ meiCT sent ! 
Tem» ereiT sorrov hath an end, 

A mission to mini — 
Theie^s not a single causeless woe. 

In this wide world of ill ! 

Our apprehensions mar onr days 

More than afflictions do. 
Because we lack the eve of faith 

Things as thev are to view. 
We do not feel that Grod is Lore, 

And that He orders all. 
Or no distrustful terrors would 

Our trusting hearts appal. 

" In every thing give thanks," said one, 

By Jesus' Spirit taught 
That grief and gladness, both alike. 

With heaven's love were firaught. 
Well is He called the Comforter ! 

For what can soothe so well. 
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As this sweet truth spread o'er the heart 
In which He deigns to dwell ! 

If sorrow will not benefit. 

Sorrow shall be removed ! 
Thy God afflicts not willingly. 

Oh, trust in Him, beloved ! 
Trust in that Eye that pierceth through 

Depths of futurity ! 
Trust in that Heart that gave His Son 

A sacrifice for thee ! 

Trust thou, fear not ! — ^though raging winds 

Sweep all earth's hopes away. 
And the earth shake beneath your feet 

In desolation's day. 
Though fire sweep along the ground, — 

Tremble not — ^nay, rejoice. 
For these are but the harbingers 

Of Mercy's still small voice ! — 

Oh, cursed is the cruel hand 

Of the fierce child of wrath ! 
Oppression, violence, and blood, 

Mark his polluted path ! — 
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But even he, unknowingly. 
Subserves the Saviour's cause. 

Even while he persecutes his saints. 
And tramples on His laws I — 

Close clings the friendless heart to God, 

And beautiful appears 
His loving-kindness when beheld 

Through bitter, bitter tears ! 
Loud is the cry of the crushed soul. 

And fervent the deep prayer 
Of him who has no other hope, 

Or refuge from despair ! — 

There's many a one in glory now. 

If anguish had not driven 
His weary, wayworn soul to God, 

Had never thought of heaven ! — 
There's many a wretched slave to whom 

Christ has Himself revealed. 
Unsought by others, unsustained. 

Yet by affliction sealed ! 

Oh, blessed are the sorrowful. 
In every cUme and place ! 
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Sorrow makes most recipients 
Of glory and of grace ! 

But when Prosperity appears 
With fascinating mirth. 

The eager spirit flies to her, 
And perishes with earth ! 
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THE MARTYRS. 



They walked, unflinching, to the stake. 

Those holy men and true ! 
And women shrunk not to partake 
The cup of suffering too ! 
He, who for love of them in torments died. 
Their souls with help unspeakable supplied ! 

The gentle met the scornful eye. 

Nor shrunk from its proud gaze ; — 
The timid gladly chose to die 
Ere leave their Saviour's ways ; — 
The simple answered wisely in that day, 
God's Holy Spirit taught them what to say. 
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They feared not the rack or flame^ 

They feared not the sword. 
The agony, the wrath, the shame. 
Or the revHer's word. 
Through Death's most fearful valley calm they trod. 
One walked beside them, 'twas the son of Grod ! — 

— In happier times, in happier lands. 

Our peaceful lot is cast ; 
Yet not inactive Satan stands. 
The conflict is not past : 
The prince of this world feigneth to repose 
Deceitfully— no change his hatred knows ! 

'Twere better far for us that we 

Should tread where martyrs trod. 
Than in the world's prosperity. 
Learn to forget our God. 
Earth's fears and fiends are mortal, pleasures frail, 
But God's eternal purpose cannot fail ! 



E 
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SHALL I COMPLAIN? 

From ' Bridges' 119 Psalm. 

Shall I^ from darkness into light 
Called by Thy mercy, God of love. 

Say aught I suffer is not right. 
Or set my wisdom Thine above ? 

Redeemed from bondage, death, and pain. 

By Thy free grace — shall I complain I ' . 

Shall I, to save whose soul from hell, 
The Lord of glory came from heaven. 

And deigned witb sinful man to dwell. 
And e'en from man's abode was driven : - 

Despised, rejected, tortured, slain. 

Smitten for me, shall I complain ? 
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For me His soul endured distress ! 

For me He fasted, wept, and prayed ! 
That in His robe of righteousness 

My naked soul might be arrayed, 
And with the holy fearless stand. 
Honoured and owned, at God's right hand ! — 

Shall I not tread my path of light 
Rejoicing, and leave all to Thee ; 

Shall I not in affliction's night 

Think of what Thou hast borne for me. 

Till gratitude returned again, 

I weep my heart should e'er complain ? 



£ 2 
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Upon a workhouse bed a sick child lay — 

An orphan child — and no one cared for her ; 

And people grudged her all the little care 

That they were forced to show her! — ^When they spoke. 

It was so harshly that the big tears came 

In her meek eyes^ and her sad, pallid face 

Looked paler still, as she were terrified ! — 

She was a cripple, had been so for long. 

And no one knew the sufiPering she endured ! — 

Or if they did, they never pitied her ; — 

Lifted her roughly from her bed of pain ; — 

And treated her as though they really thought 

She was so ill and helpless, wretched child. 

Only to give them trouble ! — ^There she lay 

With nothing to amuse her, — ^and she never. 

The whole years through since her poor mother died. 

Saw the sweet look, or heard the soothing tunes 
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Of sympathy and kindness ! — No one came 
To talk to her of Jesus, and His love : 
She scarcely even knew her Saviour's name — 
Yet was He with her — ^yet, unasked, uncalled. 
He ever watched beside the sick child's bed I — 
His arms were round her, and her little head 
Was resting on His bosom night and day ! — 
And in her dreams bright angels came to her, 
And heaven's sweet music sounded in her ears — 
Oh, so deHciously ! — and very oft 
Her soul was carried in the dark, dark nights. 
When happy people dream of earthly things. 
Even to the golden, glittering gates of heaven. 
To gaze upon the glories there prepared 
By Jesus, for her, for eternity ! — 
And often, in the stillness of the night. 
One who beside her lay, with wonder heard. 
Oh, such a cry of rapture ! that it made 
Her own heart, cheerless, desolate, and sad. 
Unused to joy, unformed for sympathy. 
Re-echo it, as she saw glory too ! 
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Isaiah is.. 6. 



I DO beseech thee dry thy mournful tears. 
Bring to the Lord thy sorrows and thy fears ! 
" To us a Child is bom, a Son is given," 
To bless on earth, to plead for us in heaven ! 

God gave His Son to thee ! — He died to save 
Thy soul from, hell, thy body from the grave. 
God gave His Son to thee ! — He lives to guide. 
To cheer and succour, care for, and provide. 

God gave his Son to thee ! — His righteous Son ! — 
Remember, dearest, all that Christ hath done. 
And suffered and endured for thee is thine ! — 
Yea, Christ Himself, — oh, wherefore then repine ! 
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Thou art afraid — ^Oh, let thy terrors cease^ 
The Child bom to thee is the Prince of Peace ! 
Thou knowest not thy way, thou fear'st to «rr — 
Is He not also called '^ Counseller !" 

Misery o'erwhelms thee, drives thee to despair — 
Christ is the mighty Grod, He heareth prayer ! 
Thou hast no friends-^from this sad dream awake, 
Jesus will never leave thee, nor forsake ! — 

I do beseech thee, dry thy mournful tears. 
Bring to the Lord thy sorrows and thy fears ! — 
Hast thou His agony and grief forgot ? 
Although He died for thee. He murmured not ! 

He shrunk not from the suffering or shame, 
When He to save poor, helpless sinners came : 
Enough for Him that they might be forgiven. 
Look in the calm, blue sky, and hope for heaven ! — 

— But, oh, it may be, heedless and unwise. 
These precious truths are nothing in thine eyes ! 
It may be Christ is given thee in vain. 
The gift refused, or cast away again I 
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How can I cotnfort thee who art alone. 
When earth's friends fail thee, hopes areoverthrown?- 
"What word have I that thou wilt like to hear — 
"What word to comfort thee, or soothe or cheer ? — 

But this alone — ^that heaven's eternal King 
Is slow to anger and long-suffering, 
Plenteous in mercy, for Messiah's sake. 
And offers still the good thou wilt not take !— 

But this alone — Christ's mercy soars ahove 
Our evil — He delights in deeds of love,: 
And he can change the. wicked heart, and will. 
And the cold spirit with devotion j&U I-r- 

But this alone- — ^the sinner's faintest cry. . 
For mercy, Jesus hears, and hears on high ! 
He sees our sorrow, pities our. distress. 
Would still forgive, protect, befriend, and bless ! — 

There is no other hope of comfort, dea r, 
No other source of blessing any where! — 
All earthly treasures fail, and fade, and die ; 
But Christ is endless, changeless, ever nigh ! 
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Giveth He quietness, all fear must cease ; 
There's no discomfort where He speaketh peace : — 
But oh, continue not to scorn His grace, 
None can hehold Him when He hides His face ! 

Is earth's affliction terrible to thee, ■ 

Oh, troubled spirit! think what hell must be. 

To save thy soulfrom which, heaven's Lord did drain 

Earth's cup of misery — ^grant it not in vain I — 

....•■ • . • . - , . 

Waste not thy time in faithless murmuring. 
And fruitless retrospect— freed thought take wing ! 
Thy Saviour waiteth.to receive thee yet. 
Thy sins to wash away, forgive, forget ! 

I do beseech, thee, dry .thy, mournful tears ; 
Bring to the Lprd^thy.sorrows and thy fears! 
** To iis a Child: is .bom, a Son is given," 
To bless on earth, to plead for us in heaven ! 
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'' God of all comfort," whither shall I flee. 
When weary and afflicted, hut to Thee ? 
Grant me in every hour of fear and grief. 
Solace to find in Thee, and comfort, and rehef ! 

I ask not, Lord, exemption from distress, 
From disappointment, suffering, weariness ; 
But faith to see Thy hand, to hear Thy voice — 
Then in earth's saddest hour my spirit shall rejoice I 

I would not choose the way that I shall go. 
For Thou art Wisdom, and I nothing know : — 
I only ask to look, thy thankful child. 
Upon my Saviour Lord, my Father reconciled ! 
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THIS WORLD IS NOT OUR HOME. 

We may have pain and sorrow here, 

Unpitied we may roam^ 
Harassed by doubt, dismayed by fear. 

But this is not our home : — 
In that fair world to which we go^ 
There is no weariness nor woe ! 

There every anxious care must cease^ 

And every grief be o'er. 
For there reigns joy, and perfect peace, 

For ever, evermore ! 
What tongue the glory can express. 
Of never-ending happiness ! — 

I see a boat by tempests tost. 
By raging whirlwinds driven — 
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But not one fear it can be lost, 
For it is bound for heaven ! 
He whom the elements obey, 
Is pilot through the dangerous way ! 

•> 

And thither are we bound, sweet friend. 

Such pilotage have we ; 
And shall we, hoping such an end. 

Sad and distrustful be ? 
Shall we of danger talk or dread. 
By Jesus watched, by Jesus led ! — 

Friand after friend may fail or die ! 

Change after change may come ! 
Yet check we the desponding sigh — 

This world is not our home ! 
We are but travellers on our road. 
Let us pass on, and trust in God ! 

With many foes our path's beset. 
It is not strewed with flowers ; 

'Tis rough, and dark, and cold, and yet 
A happy lot is ours. 
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He who for us was desolate,. 
Is with us in our low estate. 

'Mid terrors inward peace is ours, 

'Mid darkness we have light, 
Deep comfort in our saddest hours. 

Sweet music in our night. 
We have a Saviour and a guide, 
A refiige sure, whate'er hetide. — 

Lord, what are we, that Thou should' st deign 

To look from angels here ? 
Guard us in joy, in grief and paihi 

Our fainting spirits cheer ! 
That Thou should' st deign to pardon, bless. 
And clothe us with Thy righteousness ! — 

Sure confidence within us dwells— 

Whate'er sad changes come. 
Our heart with joy, with glory- swells — * 

This world is not our home I 
To us, unworthy, it is given 
To trust in Christ, to hope for heaven. 
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AFFLICTION. 



Affliction is a teacher — 
She teaches heavenly things ; — 

Oh, let us pray we rightly learn 
The lessons that she brings. 

Affliction is a messenger, 

A messenger of good ; — 
Oh, let us pray her errands be 

Both prized and understood. 

Affliction is an angel — 
She'd bear our souls above. 

On the eagle wings of earnest prayer, 
To the Grod of peace and love. — 
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Then fear ye not Affliction, 
But, rather, thankful he. 

Beseeching God, that not in vain 
She e'er shall visit thee ! 



( 
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Hebrews xi. 25. 

I THANK Thee, 0, my Saviour Lord, 
Father of mercies. King of kings. 

That Thou didst not to me award 

In this short life my pleasant things ! — 

I thank Thee that they passed away. 
My hopes of fame, of praise, of love ! 

I thank Thee for each weary day 
That made me long for rest above ! 

I thank Thee, Father, for the frown 
That drove me to Thy mercy-seat. 

When first I laid my burden down, 
Kneeling repentant, at Thy feet ! 
6 
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I thank Thee^ in affliction's hour 
Thou didst not leave me comfortless ! 

But sheltered me in Thy strong tower. 
And deigned my contrite heart to hless ! 

I thank Thee, Lord ! I praise Thy name ! 

Though wan and careworn is my hrow ! — 
I shrunk from sorrow when it came. 

But oh, I thank Thee for it now !— 

I thank Thee, Lord, most fervently. 

That Thou hast heard my fond request — 

That those I loved are safe with Thee, 
And in Thy love for ever hlest ! 

I thank Thee that in Death's dark vale. 
Thou walkedst with them side hy side ; 

Thy mercy did not, could not fail. 
It saved, and sealed, and glorified ! — 

I weep sometimes for loneliness. 
To think I have no friend on earth— 

Oh, faithless and unmeet distress. 

More than all worlds Thy love is worth ! — 

F 
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Thou who hast blessed me from my youth. 
Whose mercy hath encompassed me. 

Great God of Love, of Peace, of Troth, 
One last request I make to Thee ! 

It is not freedom. Lord, from ill. 

Nor health, nor cure, nor happier days ;— 
I ask for grace to do Thy will. 

And Uve for ever to Thy praise I — 

I ask for grace for Thee to plead 
With wandering sinners here below ! 

I ask for grace to intercede 
With Thee for them where'er I go ! — 

I thank Thee for my by-gone years. 

For sorrows cheered, and sins forgiven ; — 

Mine was a heritage of tears. 
But mine was, too, a Friend in heaven ! — 

I thank Thee, O my Saviour Lord, 
Father of mercies. King of kings. 

That Thou didst not to me award 
In this short life my pleasant things I 
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A WEARY pilgrimage ye say is life, 

Full of disquietude, and grief, and strife ! 

But let thy brother's soul, beloved, be 

Once, really dear, and precious unto thee. 

And thou'dst not change, however dark thy fate. 

The privileges of this present state, — 

No, not enthroned in Hght at once to stand, 

A radiant archangel, at God's right hand ! 

Thou would' st not murmur theriy should sorrow lour, 
But bless thy God for every day and hour 
Of thy sojournment in this vale of tears — 
Talking no more of troubles, wants, or fears ! 
The thought of saving souls would be to thee. 
Light in all darkness ! — ^mirth in misery ! — 
A well of water in the wilderness !— 
A sweet, sure comforter in all distress ! — 

F 2 
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Christ knew the worth of sovls. He felt this love. 

And left the adoring seraphim ahove, 

Our wants, and cares, and sufferings to share. 

Our sins to expiate, our griefs to hear ! 

Not one complaint, — no, not one murmuring word, 

The crowd of mockers round ahout Him heard : — 

He chose to he he afflicted and opprest. 

That we, in Him, might he redeemed and hlest ! — 

"Yes," hut ye say, **all this, indeed, is true. 
But we, poor helpless things, what can we do ?— 
But few care for us, and with those we have 
No influence that we their souls should save ! — 
Our griefs can no one profit, and each year 
Finds us unchanged in our contracted sphere ! — 
Leave us for those who power or love possess. 
We feel our poverty, our nothingness !" — 

" What can we do ?" Thy God shall tell thee what. 
Then shalt thou say if so depressed thy lot : 
*' Weary and heavy laden, come to Me,* 
I will refresh you — I, your teacher he I-— 

* Matt xi. 28,29. 
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Be not dismayed, beloved, if thou art Mine, 
My strength. My help. My righteousness is thine I* 
And thou shalt do the works that I have done. 
For I will be thy God, and thou My son !"• 



We're bid to ask great things, nay, more, to claim, 
For such is asking in Messiah's Name ! % 
Bid to entreat for others help and grace, § 
Nor doubt God's love seem He to hide His face. 
Assured faith's trial shall but patience bring. 
And all must end in joy and thanksgiving 1 1| 
Dost thou thy ignorance, thy weakness grieve. 
Be not afraid, beloved, only beUeve I — 

It is not heaven that makes an angel, dear. 
But the good God, and God is every where ! 

* Isa. xli. 10 ; xlv. 24 ; bri. 10. Rom. iii. 22, 26, 26. &c. 

+ John xiv. 12. Jam. v. 20. Rev. xxi. 6, 7. &c. 

t John xiv. 13, 14 ; xv. 16 ; xvi. 23, 24. 2 Tim. ii. 13. Isa. 
xliii. 26. &c. 

§ Luke ». 6. Jam. v. 16. 1 Tim. ii. 1—3. Eph. vi. 18, 19. 
Eiek. xxii. 30. Isa. lix. 16. &c. 

II Psahn xlii. 5, 11 ; xliii. 5. Luke xviii. 6, 7. Matt. xv. 28. 
Jam. i. 3. &c. 
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He ordereth not less the works and ways 

Of earth's frail child^ who would live to His praise. 

Than heaven's all-radiant hosts' with glory full — 

Makes these, as those, alike acceptahle ! 

Fitting each, wisely, to its own right end. 

Not less the sinner's than the seraph's Friend ! — 

" Who gathereth not with Me, scattereth abroad," 

Proves not, beloved, this language of our Lord, 

That all men may be gatherers who will. 

Nay, that all must who would their end fulfil, — 

That no one by the will of God is found, 

A useless cumberer on Holy ground ? 

Nay as the Father sent the Son, so He, 

The Son, the Saviour, Christian, sendeth thee I* 

We are to walk by faith, and not decide. 
With mock humility, but real pride. 
Upon the worth of duties — great or small — 
As if God's word did not ennoble all ; 



• John xvii. 18. 
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Nor plead we cannot God's great work advance, 
Because we feel our insignificance. — 
We must reflect the light we say we prize. 
Or oiir dark shade hides it from other eyes ! 
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THE SOLITARY DEATH-BED. 

In her last hour of agony 

No prayers for her were said. 
No one was near to comfort her. 

Or smooth her dying hed : — 
Yet grieved she not her friendlessness. 

Her warm heart felt no chill. 
She was content to die alone. 

It was her Father's will ! 

How had she loved once more to see 
Her guide on heaven's road ! 

Yet grieves she not there's none to call 
The minister of Grod : 
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For a greater than her pastor. 

Her pastor's place doth fill — 
'* Oh, Thou art with me still, dear Lord ! 

Oh, Thou art with me still I" 

The bright sun shone upon the tears 

That filled her djdng eyes ; 
Type of that brighter Sun that bids 

Glory from grief arise. 
Whose presence makes her failing heart, 

Even now with rapture thrill — 
" Oh, Thou art with me still, dear Lord ! 

Oh, Thou art with me still !" 

Sweet music sounded in her ears. 

And in her pain she smUed— 
Oh, how a mother comforteth 

Her sick and weary child I 
So soothed in her death-hour was she. 

So sheltered from all ill — 
" Oh, Thou art with me still, dear Lord ! 

Oh, Thou art with me still !" 
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Angels have borne her soul away. 

And now her pangs are o er : — 
There is no tear in that eye now. 

Nor ever shall be more I — 
Yet hath she the same song of praise. 

Yea, and she ever will : 
" Oh, Thou art with me still, dear Lord ! 

Oh, Thou art with me still !" 
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WHAT IS DEATH? 

/ What is Death with heaven in view? 
What is Death with Jesus by, — 
Comforting and soothing us. 
Bidding all our terrors fly? — 

Call we Death an enemy? — 

Yea, and truly is he so I 
What destruction works he here. 

Desolation, anguish, woe ! — 

Who shall sing the praise of Grod 
In Death s prison-house, the grave ! 

Who from thence, in penitence. 
Cry to Jesus Christ to save ! 
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Friends who loved us, friends we loved, 
Hopes we thought to realize. 

All we sought for, looked for, won. 
Fades for ever firom our eyes I — 

Fearest thou his stem arrest ? 

Dearest, to thy Saviour flee! 
Thou'rt in league with all things then. 

Even Death's a Mend to thee f 

What is Death with heaven in view ! 

What is Death with Jesus by, 
Comfortmg and soothing us. 

Bidding all our terrors fly! 
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DARKEN NOT DAYS OF SUNSHINE. 

Darken not days of sunshine ! why shouldst thou 
Fling shadows o'er the yet unclouded brow ? 
Art thou not here to do thy Father's will ? 
Why scatter sorrow like a child of ill ? 

God gives thee blessings measureless, and free, 
He pours His bounty, undeserved, on thee. 
To send thee forth His representative — 
** Freely ye have received, freely give." 

Darken not days of sunshine ! who can say 
How long another's night, how brief his day, 
How soon his dreams of gladness may be o'er — 
Ye may deprive, but ye can ne'er restore ! 
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Darken not days of sunshine ! fling across 

No shadow — ^no one can afford the loss ! 

Be not offended soon, but think how long 

Thy Lord hath borne with thee, and suffer wrong ! 

Darken not days of sunshine ! if we seek 
For Mercy, must we not her language speak ? 
And no unkind, proud, or resentful word, 
From Mercy's gentle lips was ever heard ! 

Darken not days of sunshine ! why should' st thou 
Fling shadows o'er the yet unclouded brow ? 
Art thou not here to do thy Father's will ? 
Why scatter sorrow as a child of ill ? 
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Honour all men. 

1 Peter ii. 17. 

God, who will ne'er from contrite hearts depart. 
Holds no communion with the haughty heart : 
Call not the proud then happy, though caressed. 
None but the blessed of Grod are really blessed ! 

There's many a lot on earth with blessings full. 
That we deem dreary, desolate, and dull ! 
There's many an honoured favoiuite of the skies. 
Whose person, duties, labours, we despise I 

Not with our eyes does Grod, do angels see. 
We are like children in a Ubrary, 
Who find no book to gratify their taste. 
Except it be with pretty pictures graced ! 
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Our eyes, fixed on the outer man alone. 
See not the dignity and grandeur thrown 
O'er each small duty, lowly though it be. 
By God's appointment, notice, sympathy ! 

See not the Spirit's inward communing. 
The child of earth with heaven's eternal King ! 
The glory for God's well-beloved in store. 
When all that earth calls glory is no more ! — 

— God bids us honour all men, calls His sons. 
Lest we should any sUght His " hidden ones." 
For God's commandments show his love not less 
Than His rich gifts, or precious promises I 

How like a loving father's laws are all ! 

No child o'erlooked, nor aught may each befal. 

Who offends any, doth his God offend. 

To all alike, a present, pitying friend ! — 

— Search, too, a mother's love, for God compares 
His changeless, ceaseless love for us to theirs : 
He pours that love into the mother's heart. 
Himself its antitype and counterpart. 

6 
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And which child has the most ahundant share 
Of its fond mother's tenderness and care ? 
Oh, watch a while — her sweet, sad, anxious eye 
Rests on that little one all ours pass hy ! 

That little one who seems to sorrow bom. 
That blighted child others already scorn. 
Infirm in body, perhaps, or weak in mind — 
Kind are her tones to all, to it most kind ! 

It shall not lack love while its mother live — 
It shall lack nought a mother's heart can give ! 
And would'st thou find the way to such a heart, 
Some kindness to that poor, pale child impart ! 

Our mothers die — God help us ! but the love 
Made visible through them can ne'er remove : 
It knows no change, no weakening, no decay, 
'Tis not of earth, it cannot pass away 1 — 

— Grod bids us honour all — the wise, the great. 
All men must honour — praise on such doth wait. 
But then the ignorant, the poor, the low. 
To these as well as those we honour owe. 

G 
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All are Gk)d's children, all to Him are dear — 
Scorn not the very meanest then, for fear 
Who scorns the scomers, shall, with judgment fleet. 
Mete out to you the measure that ye mete I 



" My Father loveth him that loveth M< 
And he will keep my words — ^my servant be." 
Jesus saith not the wise or great alone. 
He leaves none out, rejects not any one. 

His first disciples were not wise or great. 
But simple, humble men of low estate. 
And never, throughout scripture, do we see 
Such scorned or slighted — quite the contrary. 

Oh, blessed is the gloomy, unloved night. 

Dark in itself, in revelation bright ! 

It opens silently the stores of heaven. 

To mortals else unknown, undreamed of even. 

And blessed is affliction's iron rod. 
That drives the weary wanderer to his God ! 
To Him who frees the earth-entangled mind. 
And in bright paths of glory leads the bhnd I 
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Blessed in all the heart of lowliness. 

That seeketh blessing, seeketh how to bless : 

Poor in its own as well as others' eyes. 

Yet rich in wisdom, taught by the Most Wise t 

The child of genius turns his eyes within ; 
But he who finds but ignorance and sin. 
Nothing of holiness or beauty there — 
Looks up for everything to Grod in prayer ! 

And God delights the hungry soul to fill 
With goodness, and the meek to shield from ill. 
And heaven's great treasure-house is open thrown 
To those who have no treasure of their own. — 

— God bids us honour all — ^Who will obey 
These words of love, observe, Grod does not say, 
" Honour earth's children who My servants be. 
The harmless, gentle, those who seek for Me !" 

He bids us honour all — not those we deem 
Deserving only — ' all,' whate'er they seem — 
If we, instead, will judge, select, decide. 
We are not sons of God, but sons of pride. 

g2 



» 



84 REFLECTIONS FOR 

'^Judgment is mine, I will repay and judge, 
Jehoyah saith. Alas, and wilt thou grudge 
To him whose future is with fear so rife. 
The fleeting honours of this changing life ! 



Oh, rather should you plead with tears for those. 
Ye fear to be, alas, Jehovah's foes ; 
That they may yet of Mercy's streams partake, 
Which ever flow on earth for Jesus' sake ! 

We cannot trace men's lives through every part. 
We cannot read the workings of their heart. 
We know not their temptations — ^wherefore then, 
Should we pass judgment even on sinful men ? 

But this we know, that they are spared in love. 
That they may yet God's saving mercy prove. 
That they may yet repent and be forgiven. 
That they have yet an advocate in heaven ! — 

— God bids us honour all men. Gracious Lord, — 
Oh, teach us rightly to observe Thy word I 
With courteous love, hence, all our deeds^be fraught. 
And flung in darkness' depths each cold, proud 
thought . 
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Could I and Pride part company. 

Mine were a happy lot I 
Blessings are scattered far and wide. 

But I receive them not. 

I hear the scripture promises. 

The love of Christ I see ; 
But while Pride reigneth in my heart. 

They are not meant for me ! 

God's beauty walketh everywhere. 

It shines on every side. 
Yet beauty seems deformity. 

Touched by the wand of Pride ! 

I vainly pray for grace to raise 
My grovelling spirit higher — 

Yet the Lord even hears, I know. 
The humble man's desire I 
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No gift of Gk)d can I obtain. 

Nor is a hope allowed. 
Because the gifts of Gk)d are not 

Intended for the proud ! 

Pride is the enemy of Grod — 

Oh, whither shall I go 
While in my bosom I retain 

My great Creator's foe ! — 

Whither, but to Thy Cross, oh Lord, 
Whose love endureth still ! 

" Cast out mine enemy and thine,'' 
Teach me to do Thy will ! 

No longer let me glory. Lord, 
In aught that is mine own. 

But may I, henceforth, place all trust 
In Thee, and Thee alone. 
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FORGET ME NOT. 



A BROKEN-HEARTED, wearj man. 
Stands on the steep cliff's brow : 

And down the rugged precipice 
His eye is looking now. 

That eye is fiill of dark despair. 

That head bowed down with shame — 

He is a friendless, hopeless man. 
With a dishonoured name. 

Into the frightful gulf, unmoved. 
His wild, cold glance is bent- 
He is a weary of a life 
So profitlessly spent ! 
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A little time God spares him yet — 
That time does he despise — 

He recks not of eternity^ 
" The worm that never dies," 

But, madly, would he rush at once, 
Like Judas, to his place ! 

And from himself cut off all hope. 
For evermore of grace ! — 

A flower is smihng at his foot, 
A litde pale blue flower, — 

It meets the wretched outcast's eye. 
In that eventful hour : 

And, suddenly, that eye is changed — 
Hot tears fall on that cheek ! — 

The earth is full of voices, dear. 
By which the Lord can speak ; 

And by that flower, reared by Him, 

In this retired spot, 
God spoke to the heart-broken man. 

And said " Forget Me not." — 
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Like a sweet, long-forgotten dream^ 

Rise now before his view. 
Childhood's pure, happy, careless, days. 

With childhood's feelings, too. 

He saw his quiet, peaceful home — 

And loving voices call 
To him as they were wont to do — 

He sees, he feels it all ! 

His father gives him kind advice. 
Just as he used to speak, — 

Fondly his mother smiles on him. 
Her kiss is on his cheek. 

His Uttle sisters gather round. 
His arms embrace them all, — 

He clasps his brother's hand, and now. 
Their tears together fall. 

He sees the little village church — 
He hears the village chime— 

The chapters that he read aloud 
In winter evening time. 
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All rush into his memory now. 
Faster than fall his tears. 

And Hope comes flying to him o'er 
The intervening years. — 

" Forget Me not, thou weary man. 
Thy early years I blessed. 

And, though thou hast forsaken me. 
Yet would I give thee rest ! 

" Forget Me not — ^for love of thee 

I was a stranger here. 
Content to bear reproach and scorn 

To shed the mourner's tear ! 

" Forget Me not — to save thy life 
My own I freely gave — 

I bare thy sins, as Mine, and made 
With wicked men my grave ! 

" Thy Advocate, Redeemer, Friend, 

I ever plead for thee. 
Wait to be gracious, comfort, bless. 

Oh then, forget not Me !"— 
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Thus, through this little, pale, blue flower. 

He spoke who reigns above — 
God often makes the lowliest things 

His messengers of love ; 

And chooses those who seem to us 

Destined to live in vain. 
For most important services, 

And most to exalt His name ! 

(Then gfieve not should thy lot be cast 

Among the base and wild. 
Or in the lonely wilderness. 

If thou'rt Jehovah's child !) — 

And now the hardened sinner kneels 

Before his Grod in prayer ! — 
And now contrition, faith, and love. 

Conflict with dark despair ! 

It passes like a mist away 

Before the glorious sun — 
Grod never scorns the contrite heart. 

Whatever that heart hath done ! 

6 
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No weeping sinner ever came. 
Entreating Christ to save. 

And went away with tears again, 
Satan's unwilling .slave ! 






I 
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OH, SOME OTHER TIME ! 

Oh, some other time, but not now, not now ! 

And he dashed off the tears from his sorrowful 

brow! 
I am young, I am strong, and my hopes they are 

high. 
There is plenty of time to repent ere I die ! — 

Oh not yet, not yet I I have much to plan, 
• And rehgion is not for so active a man ! 

I will think, and reflect, and return, by-and-by — 
There is plenty of time to repent ere I die ! — 

Alas, there was time, but 'twas all in vain. 
For Repentance had left, and she came not again ! 
As in glad days of youth, so in days of old age, 
Other thoughts, fears, and hopes, his wrapt spirit 
engage. 
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His heart is cold, and his dreams are of earth, — 
There is plenty without, hut within there is dearth. 
There was time, dear, indeed, hut, alas, it was vain. 
For Repentance had left, and she came not again ! 
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/ Sweet Saviour ! bless my solitary hours. 
And teach me to improve them to Thy praise. 
To consecrate to Thee thoughts, hopes, and powers. 
And seek Thy Spuit's guidance in my ways. 

Sweet Saviour, bless ! When left alone with Thee, 
Thy first disciples questioned of the word 
That Thou hadst spoken to men publicly. 
And its full meaning then they felt and heard : 

Sweet Saviour, thus may I with Thee converse. 
Thus by Thy Spirit, Lord, converse with me : 
Creation wide Thy glory doth rehearse. 
Open mine ears to hear, mine eyes to see. 

Thou lov'st with those who love Thee to abide. 
Their Guide for ever. Giver of all good ! 
But most of all Thou lovest to preside 
Over their tranquil hours of soUtude. 
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Take then mine ofPeriDg ; sanctify the same ; 
Make mine heart stedfast; let my thoughts not 

swerve — 
This be my hope, my object, and my aim. 
To learn of Thee to love, to praise, to serv-e ! 
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Oh» if we chose ourselyes our lot. 
Our place and office here. 

That we had chosen wrongfully 
We might, ¥dth justice, fear : 

But He who cannot err, has fixed 
Our portion and abode. 

And who shall ever dare to doubt 
The judgment of his God !— 

Our duties and emplojonents all. 
Our station and our place. 

The finger of Omniscience 
Itself has deigned to trace. 

And the Spirit of Omniscience 

Is offered us to guide^ 
Where'er, or whosoe'er we are. 

And whatsoe'er beside. — 
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'Tis love, alike, that sendeth us 

A6Uctlon and distress. 
As well as welcome days of joy. 

And tranquil happiness. ** 

"lis loTe, alike, that sends the friend 
To cheer and make us glad. 

And the most injurious enemy 
We ever feared we had. 

'Tis love, alike, that makes our path 

Of duty smooth and clear. 
Or rugged, and hewUdering, 

And dangerous and drear. — 

There's nothing happens here by chance. 

Our God commandeth all : 
Oh, never let us murmur then. 

Whatever may befal ! 

He knows our future, knows the work 

He hath for us to do ; 
And the ages of eternity 

Are ever in His view : 
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And each change^ chiinc^^ and circumstance, 

Subserveth one great end ! 
Then let not seeming stumblingblocks 

Unpractised eyes offend. — 

— But some will say, " What profiteth 

This thought ye prize so much, 
To be with ble3sings compassed. 

If not perceived as such ? 

" To feel that all things rightly used 

May to our good conduce ? 
To hold the instruments of good. 

And not to know their use ? 

" What profits it a poor bliad man. 
With want and care bowed down. 

To know he treads on gold and pearls. 
Upon his pathway strown ? — 

'* Alas, too, blessings misappHed, 

Are even curses found. 
Like fire in the careless hand. 

Or water past its bound ! 
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'' And we so feeble^ weak, and frail. 

So ignorant and blind. 
The proper uses of events 

How may we hope to find ! 

" 'Tis true the experienced mariner 
The vessel well may steer. 
And men may trust themselves to him 
With little care or fear ; 

" But who the novice thinks to trust 
With any precious freight ? 

Or who is there that wonders e'er 
At his untimely fate ? 

" And such upon the sea of Life, 

Such novices are we — 
We sail but once, and only once. 

Across Life's changing sea. 

" How can we hope to steer our way, 
'Mid quicksands, rocks, and shoals. 

Save reach the haven blest, and lay 
At Jesus' feet our souls !" — 
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— ^There is a Voice, a Mighty Voice, 

Which winds and waves obey. 
It waiteth but a cry from thee. 

The tempest to allay ! 

There is an Arm, Omnipotent, 

The feeble to support. 
Thou need'st but stretch thy trembling hand, 

And by that Hand 'tis caught ! 

There is an Eye, before whose sight 

Is spread Infinity, 
And the far future's deepest depths — 

That Eye doth watch for thee ! 

It waiteth but thine upturned gaze 

In sorrow's darkest night. 
To fling Its glory o'er thy path. 

To be Itself thy %ht !— 

I bid thee not, not fear, I would 

Thy fears should neyer cease. 
Till they haye driyen thee to Him 

In whom, alone, is peace. 
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Spend not your time in feyerish dreams. 
And vain and foolish fancies ; 

Our lives are stern realities^ 
Not novels and romances. 

We've each a separate work on earth, 

A special task and mission. 
And we all shall meet with hinderances,' 

And wearying opposition. 

We all much strength and vrisdom need. 
And guidance, and protection — 

Should not our leisure time be spent 
In prayer, then, and reflection? — 
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There's not a day, there's not an hour. 

But has its work assigned it. 
Though Satan whispers to us oft, 

' 'Tis nothing — ^never mind it !' 

Each day is a new gift from Grod — 

And whatsoe'er betide us. 
We shall experience it as such. 

If His good Spirit guide us. — 

Be with us. Lord, forsake us not ! 

We know that nought can sever 
Thy people from Thy changeless love. 

For Thou art God for ever ! 

Then turn our eyes and hearts to Thee, 

And this shall be our token. 
That Thou art with us in our ways. 

As Thou Thyself hast spoken. 
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My noon-day walks He shall attend. 



Be with me in my noonday walks. 
My steps do Thou attend, 

Alone, Lord, or in company. 
My ever present Friend ! 

Be with me in the crowded streets. 
And raise my heart in prayer 

For all I meet to please, or grieve. 
Or wound my spirit there. 

Be with me in the tranquil scenes 

Of rural loTeliness ; 
May wide creation teach my heart 

Creation's Lord to hiess. 
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Open my lips to speak Thy praise, 

My heart to meditate, 
And ever upon Thee, in faith, 

And humhle patience, wait. 

Open mine eyes that I may read 

Thy presence and Thy love. 
While gazing on the busy earth. 

Or calm blue sky above. 

And, 'mid all sounds and symphonies. 

Open mine ears to hear. 
Attentively, that ' still small voice,' 

"Which speaketh everywhere ! 

My lonely, solitary hours 

Teach me aright to prize. 
Sweet leisure time to learn of Thee, 

Great Teacher, only Wise ! 

Teach me to store vrithin my heart. 

In faith, and hope. Thy word. 
And in due season fit the same 

To my glad lips, O Lord ! 
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Teach that contracted heart at times 
'Mid other scenes to rove. 

For those far-off^ unseen, unknown. 
To watch, and pray, and love. 

Yet let Thy Spirit with me go, 

So that I shall not stray. 
And in Imagination's fields. 

Unguarded, lose my way. — 

For those who love of Thee to speaks 
And long Thy saints to he, 

A hook of kind rememhrance, Lord, 
Is open hefore Thee. 

May the sweet knowledge of this truth, 
PreTent, assist, and cheer. 

Binding my weak frail heart to Thine, 
In loTe and godly fear. 

Guiding my converse, comforting 
My soul's discouragement ; 

So that no hinderances may cool. 
Or prompt to discontent. — 
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A wayward, and an erring heart. 

My God, I bring to Thee, 
That Thou may'st change it, for His sake, 

Whose blood was shed for me ! 

That Thou may'st cleanse, and sanctify. 

Great Giver of all good. 
And fill it overflowingly. 

With fervent gratitude ! 
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Oh, let us walk by those cooling streams^ 

Beneath the tall chesnuts' shade ; 
For scorching and fierce are the burning sun's 
beams, 

And they wither, and weary, and fade. 
'Tis better, far better, oh, who has not thought. 

Oft, to gaze on the brilliant sun-light. 
Than beneath his o'erpowering effulgence to walk. 

Though so gaily and gloriously bright ! — 
Oh, think of this when you wish to be 
The petted child of Prosperity ! 

And see, the flowers we gathered liot 

Have scattered their seeds around. 
And now, while their sisters are dead and forgot. 

These are springing anew from the ground : — 
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See, 'tis better to be neglected awhile^ 

So a beautiM future be ours. 
Than to have the world's flattery, notice, and smile. 

Like our gathered and cast-away flowers ! — 
Oh, think of this when you wish to be 
The petted child of Prosperity ! 
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He who taught the seraphim 

Teacheth little insects too ; 
Lack'st thou wisdom, ask of Him, 

He hath help in store for jou. 

He hath taught each little hird 

All its pretty minstrelsy ; 
Lackest thou the ready word, 

" Ask, it shall he given thee.*' — 

Grod is Truth, thou need'st not doubt, 
Grod is Love, thou need'st not fear — 

Foolish heart, to rest without 
Ought to strengthen, guide, or cheer I 
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LUCY. 

Oh« what a deal of comfort went 

When little Lucy died ! 
We've had more friends, and dear ones too. 

But ne'er A^r place supplied : 
Always the same, so glad, so good. 

So loving and sincere — 
Oh, like a ray of sunshine 

Was Lucy everjrwhere ! 

If she never spoke a syllable 

We knew when she was by ; 
All things seemed fit to smile o'er which 

Passed Lucy's smiHng eye ; 
Our days of festival seemed dull. 

Till Lucy did appear. 
For Uke a ray of sunshine 

Was Lucy everywhere. 
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" What waa there so in Lucy, 

You all should prize her so ? 
Was she heautiful, or talented. 

Or clever was she?" — No. 
A little humble, simple thing. 

But not one whit less dear. 
For like a ray of sunshine 

Was Lucy everywhere ! 

'Twas wonderful to see the change 

Took place in a sick room. 
When Httle gentle Lucy came 

To chace away the gloom ! 
She told folks things they knew full well. 

But they never failed to cheer. 
For like a ray of sunshine 

Was Lucy everywhere. 

And she was a ray of sunshine. 

And neither more nor less, 
A ray from the eternal sun, 

*' The Sun of Righteousness !" 
And she is a ray of sunshine. 

Oh, wherefore should we mourn I 
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To shine in heaven for ever. 
Is she from earth withdrawn ! — 

— Poor little Lucy, how we wept 

Beside her dying bed ! 
But comfortable words spoke she. 

And we were comforted : 
She spoke of Jesus' love; she said. 

She felt nor pain, nor fear — 
Oh, like a ray of sunshine 

Was Lucy everywhere. 
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A San more glorious, free and bright. 
Child of the Omniscient ! 
Not for a few bear ye the Hght of Grod, 
But for all those thou meetest on thy road. 

Oh, say not " What are these to me !" 

To Jesus what art thou ? 
Yet He is merciful to thee. 
He smooths thy anxious brow. 
Forsakes thee not through all thine erring days. 
Pours on thee blessings, leads thee in His ways ! 

All this He doth for thee, and more, 

A poor, weak child of sin ! 
No goodness of thine went before 
His kind regard to win ! 
Thou ne'er hadst turned to Him, nor sought His face. 
Nor thought of Him, but of His own free grace ! 

Beloved, for the love of Him 

Who gave His Son for thee ; 

For Him who left the seraphim 

Thy sacrifice to be ; 

And for the Spirit of unchanging love 

Fitting poor penitents for thrones above ; 

I 2 
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And for the thought of that great day. 

Will shall bring back once more 
All the companions of our way. 
And all the past restore. 
When all the sands of this short life are run. 
And nothing can be remedied we've done ; 

And for the love thou bearest to 
Friends, kindred, chosen ones. 
The fond, the trusting, and the true. 
Of whom thy spirit shuns 
The thought of ill approaching possibly. 
Or unremoved, or unrelieved by thee ; — 

Let every soul, of man be dear. 
And precious in thine eyes ! 
And strive, in earnest, every where. 
To prove that souls ye prize ! 
And that your love is not alone in word. 
Nor your own will above your Lord's preferred. 
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FRAGMENTS OF HINTS FOR INTERCES- 
SORY PRAYER. 



^ Oh, pray for those who seek the Lord 
In every clime and place. 
Who read with tearful eyes His word. 

And thirst for promised grace — 
For Satan whispers, " It is vain," 

And strives, by every art. 
To lure their spirits back again, 
To bid their fears depart ! 
Ye who love Jesus, feel ye not for these ? — 
Lift up the heavy hands, and feeble knees ! 



And pray for those who never care 
To seek their Grod at all. 
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Who never feel their need of prayer. 

Nor evil's guilt or thrall : 
Oh, pray for those who never pray. 

Weep for the tearless eye. 
For those who track destruction's way 
Without a fear or sigh ! 
Oh, pray they from their dreams of safety wake 
Tn time to cry for mercy for Christ's sake ! 

Oh, pray ye for the desolate. 

For many such there be. 
Tossed to and fro upon the waves 

Of this world's changing sea. 
Without a hope, without a friend — 

Pity ye not their fate ? 
Pray that their Saviour help may send. 
Pray for the desolate ! 
That they may cry to Him in their distress. 
Friend of the unfriended and the fatherless 

Pray for the helpless — God is Love ! 

None seek His aid in vain ; 
He dwelleth in the heavens above. 

And with the humble men. 
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Pray their despairing hearts may turn 

To Him who heareth prayer. 
That at His feet they wisdom learn. 
And cast on Him their care ! — 
We all must feel that we are poor and weak^ 
Ere with full, earnest hearts our Lord we seek. 

Oh, pray for the uncared-for slave, 

By cruel men oppressed. 
To Him who doth the sinner save. 

And give the weary rest. 
There's many lead a life of scorn. 

The sport of cruelty. 
To whom to live is but to mourn — 

Do thou their helper be ! 
Plead thou their cause with Him who reigns above. 
Father of mercies, Grod of peace and love ! 

And pray ye for the slaves of sin. 
By Satan's fetters bound. 

Pray that they pardon yet may win. 

Be yet with mercy crowned ! — 
Oh, never may they break their chains 

When this short life is o'er. 
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But, who at death sin's slave remains^ 
Its slave is evermore I 
No more the voice of hope or love is heard. 
Friendship's kind tones, or pity's soothing word ! 

Pray for poor orphan children here. 

Neglected and bereft. 
In workhouse homes, or with severe. 

Or heartless people left : 
No loving friend to dry their tears. 

To fill the mother's place. 
To guide them through their childhood's years. 

To shield them from disgrace ! — 
Give them your prayers, give them your thoughts of 

love, 
Their Father, their Protector reigns above ! 

Oh, pray for those in agony 

Of body or of mind. 
That they may to their Saviour flee. 

Whom seeking is to find : 
Who Himself suffered more than they 

When all their griefs He bore. 
And would be with them in the way 

That He has trod before. 
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To comfort) succour^ guide them, and defend, — 
Their never-failing, never-changing Friend I 

Bat, oh, there are so many, dear. 

Could they your kind thoughts see. 
Would cry to you from far and near, 

" Beseech you, pray for me !" 
Oh pray for all ! — ^not these alone. 

Pray for the glad and gay. 
That light from heaven may be thrown 
Across their dangerous way ! 
For more have perished in the house of mirth. 
Than in the drear and sad abodes of earth ! 
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"^Tdkyet shall be made for him continually." 
Psalm Ixzii. 15. 



Needeth He prayer, beloved, for Him, 

To whom all prayer ascends ! 
The Lord, the Prince of seraphim, 

Needeth He earthly friends ? 
Poor, passing, creatures of a day. 

Frail, foolish, feeble things ! 
Shall such as we are, think to pray 

For the great King of kings ? — 

Our Saviour loves to condescend 
Our souls to cheer and bless. 

To be our guardian, guide, and friend 
Through this world's wilderness. 
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Our Sayiour loves our cause to pleads 

. To pray for us in heaven^ 
That we from Satan's thrall be freed. 
And all our sins forgiven. — 

All this our hearts can well conceive. 

His very name is Love, 
Besides we cannot disbelieve 

What every hour we prove ! — 
But then, that we should pray for Him, 

What would the prophet teach ? — 
We strain our eye till sight grows dim. 

That thought we cannot reach ! — 

The child of sorrow walks alone. 

Unfriended on his road. 
Unloved, unpitied but by One, 

That One, the Son of God,— 
The Son of God walks by his side. 

He feels for all his fea^s, — 
He seeth sorrow's undertide. 

As well as what appears ! 

Before His awfrd judgment seat. 
Ere long we all shall bow : 
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That piercing eye we then shall meet, 
Which, unseen, watcheth now ! — 

The prophet spake no mysteries. 
The Judge shall say to thee, 

*' What did ye to the least of these. 
This did ye unto me."— 

" I have no power nor influence," 

Some lowly Christian saith : 
And yet his sorrow springs not thence. 

It springs from lock of faith. 
What, though no influence on earth 

To thee, perchance, be given. 
Hast thou not what is far more worth. 

Yea, influence in heaven ? — 

All have nor silver, dear, and gold. 

Or talents rich and rare. 
But all in the kind Shepherd's fold 

May serve his cause by prayer. 
Thou'rt not less loved because unknown 

On earth ye scatter good : 
Nor shall God less thy labours own. 

Because none else hath viewed. — 
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>» 



Who grieves he cannot pain remove. 

When his weak voice may call 
The Grood Physician from above. 

Whose skill surpasseth all ! — 
Who grieves he cannot hinder ill. 

Or aid the cause of good. 
Should add — " according to my will. 

Or; " in the way 1 would." 



Seek to serve God, but let Him choose 

The how, the when, the where : 
Thy heart's desire He'll ne'er refuse. 

Of that there is no fear. 
The work thou wouldest aid, beloved. 

Feeble but faithful one. 
Is never from the heart removed 

Of God's eternal Son. — 

Oh, thought mysterious, unconceived ! 

Oh, world with mercy crowned I 
With the afflicted Christ is grieved. 

In bondage with the bound ! — 
Oh, Lord, *tis far beyond our thought. 

Thy wondrous sympathy. 
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Yet would we, by Thy Spirit taught^ 
Partakers of it be I 

Thy mercy plants within our heart 

Thy precious seed of love : 
O, from Thy garden ne'er depart, 

Water it from above ! 
Great King of heaven, who yet dost deign 

Burdens of earth to bear, 
The fools to guide, the weak sustain. 

Receive and prompt our prayer ! 

Our souls from earth's defilement free. 

And pour on us Thy grace. 
Teach men to pray in Thee, for Thee, 

In every clime and place! 
In Thee, for Thee, All-Righteous One, 

Be all our sins forgiven : 
Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done. 

In earth. Lord, as in heaven ! 
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The sleep of the labouring man is sweet. 

Ecclesiastes v. 12. 



The sleep of the labouring man is sweet. 

So sweet as to repay 
The toil, the weariness, burden, and heat. 

Of the long fatiguing day. 
The children of pleasure, the children of sloth. 

Their languid eyelids unclosing. 
To leave their luxurious couches are loth. 

But they'd no such calm reposing : — 
They do not rejoice in the glad morning light. 
And yet they enjoyed not the long, dreary night. 

The sleep of the labouring man is sweet. 

When past his earthly days. 
He rests awhile till his Master he meet. 

And receive that Master's praise. 
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The children of pleasure and sloth too, alas. 
Their troubled slumbers are taking, 

But gloomy and fearfiil the night they must pass. 
And they more dread their awaking ! — 

Hear, Lord of the Vineyard, our prayer for employ, 

The labourer's sweet sleep, and awak'ning of joy ! 
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SAD SIMILITUDES. 



'TwAS a dark fearfiil night, and the pilgrim's high- 
way 

Through snares, and through dangers, and enemies 
lay; 

No moon or star gazed on their journeying so 
drear. 

And their hearts were bowed down by misgiving and 
fear. 

There was one walked among them unknown to the 
rest. 

All unnoticed till then, but now prized and ca- 
ressed, 

K 
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For he held in his clasped hands on high, a torch 

light. 
And it hrightened all round him, as sunbeams are 

bright. 

There was joy and thanksgiving where'er it ap- 
peared. 
For it guided and gladdened, directed and cheered — 
But the eyes of the holder were closed as the grave, 
And 'twas nothing to him the glad light that it 
gave ! — 



— Affliction around them her dark wings had 

spread. 
And joy and rejoicing before her had fled — 
She had left, but her shadow yet lingered behind—^ 
And the pilgrims, discouraged, still feared and 

repined. 

Distrust was among them, and Memory sent 
To glean hope from past grace, but a little way 
went. 
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For weeping had dimmed her bright eyes like a 

veil, — 
When fresh sounds of sweet music were heard on 

the gale : — 

It fell on their ears like the song of the saints, 

It soothed all their sorrows, it stilled their com- 
plaints. 

And the hearts that were fainting were triumphant 
now. 

And away went the shades from Disconsolate's 
brow! — 

But the ears of the minstrel were sealed, dear, who 
played. 

And he heard not himself the sweet music he 
made ! — 



— Oh, the way of the pilgrims was pathless and 
\ bad. 

And their leaders uncertain, discouraged, and sad ! 

k2 
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And where Doubt and Perplexity govern men, there 
The blank eye of Dismay meets the eye of De- 
spair. 

Then there rose one to succour them, friendly and 

kind. 
With a will persevering, and powerful mind : 
He shrunk from no labour, he cared for no scorn, 
As he reared on high beacons to guide and to warn. 

Oh, quick was his eye, he searched out every snare, 

That the enemy planted, with diligent care. 

Fearful stumbling-blocks moved, rugged places made 

plain. 
And the hearts of the pilgrims were joyous again ! — 

With what fervent affection and deep gratitude. 
Were their hearts for their kind benefactor embued ! 
How they lauded Jehovah, wlio in their dark night. 
Had raised up among them so glorious a light ! — 
But alas, the dear friend who for them thought and 

planned, 
Lingered, perished himself in the enemies' land ! 



8 
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— Oh, can it be true, one may lighten the rest 
With the truth that yet shineth not in his own 

breast ! 
That men may soothe others^ and comfort and 

cheer. 
While themselves are a prey to misgiving and fear ! 
Or may lead and guide saints on their heavenly 

road. 
And yet be themselves not the children of God ! — 

Ah, the head may be lightened, and yet not the 

heart. 
And Kindness seek comfort for joy to impart, 
And Taste may allure men to Grod's treasury. 
And a kind instinct prompt them dispensers to be ! — 

Oh, the learned, the talented, noble, and kind. 
Are in no safer state than the rest of mankind ; 
All are lost, helpless sinners, without special grace. 
And there's nothing in any to stand in its place. — 

Then help ye your helpers, befriend ye each friend 
Whom Jesus to succour or bless you shall send ! 
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While their kindness to yours on your heart is en- 
graved, 

Remember they also have souls to be saved. 

And the weakest among you their burdens may 
bear 

To the feet of the Lord in the spirit of prayer ! 
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Oh, canst thou hope God's love to wm. 
Yet make a mock of others' sin ? 
Oh, canst thou be amused to hear 
The slanderous word, the cutting sneer, 
Unmoved another's evil see. 
And yet thyself all guiltless be ! 

Oh, canst thou honour God the while 
Another's slighting makes thee smile ? 
Love of thy neighbours' ill to talk, 
Yet think with Him they wrong ye walk ? 
Thy Master kiss, and swear to aid. 
Yet laugh to see his cause betrayed I 
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Ob, canst thou hope, or wouldst thou, dear. 

To share the joy of devils here. 

And yet, hereafter, join the h3rmn. 

And share the joy of seraphim ? — 

To praise Jehovah with the lip. 

That here with hell hath fellowship ! — 

Oh, thought to all but man unknown I 
Not such the children Grod will own !— 
Who would be blessed, must seek to bless. 
Must fling aside his selfishness, 
Must strive to check, and weep to see 
The victories of vanity ! 

How know we, we belong to Grod ? 
His Spirit guides us on our road. 
His loving Spirit fills our mind 
With fervent love for all mankind — 
For no one can we cease to care. 
If we Messiah's Spirit share. 

Then let us not deceive our heart. 
And think in Christ we have a part. 
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If we no warm affection have 
For those He gave His life to save. 
If we no pain, no sorrow prove, 
To see another scorn his love ! 
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VALUE THE PRESENT. 

/ Value the present — be the past to thee, 
Not as lost treasure to mourn heavily. 
But as a guide to shape thj present course. 
Poor, yet enriching, weak, and yet strength's source. 

While the sad record of our bygone years 
We read, beloved, with eyes filled full of tears. 
Amid our bitter lamentations, how 
Our hearts forget the page we're writing now! 

Value the present — Memory is no foe. 
Much they mistake who ever think her so ; 
She comes to light us on our heavenly road. 
Not to place barriers between us and God. 
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She brings lost friends before our eyes again^ 
That we more cherish friends that yet remain ; 
Shews us the bitter fruits of past neglect, 
That we on present duties more reflect ; 

Shows us the kind things that we might have done, 
And said, in former times, to many a one. 
That we embrace, beloved, and dearly prize 
Our present golden opportunities ; 

Shows us wherein we sinned, that we may seek. 
Feeling ourselves frail, ignorant, and weak. 
Erring in judgment, reprobate in thought. 
Comfort and mercy, guidance and support ; 

Shows us our evil hearts, that we may bear 
Kindly with others, and of none despair. 
Thinking in all their backslidings, *' Oh, thus 
Had we too wandered, yet Christ spared us !" 

That we may speak the sympathizing word 
To others, that we would ourselves had heard. 
Give friendly succour that might us have served — 
Ne'er the less needed because undeserved. — 



140 REFLECTIONS FOR 

Thus Memory comes — ^but we, unwise, pervert 
That which is sent to bless us to our hurt : 
Her warning words, evil, not good, effect. 
Upon the beacon-rock itself, we're wrecked ! — 

How in the midst of present joys we sigh. 
Wrapt in the thought of happy days gone by ! 
And how glad voices fail our hearts to cheer. 
Reminding us of those we used to hear ! 

Dear friends are with us still to love, and bless. 
We scarce seem to perceive their friendliness ; 
And eyes meet ours, so full of kind regard. 
Unseen, unnoticed, until afterward ! 

And in the silent watches of the night, 
God ceaseth not our spirits to invite 
To hold communion with Him, to seek good — 
He would pour blessing on us like a flood : 

But we, alas, beloved, that glorious Voice 
Rejoicing angels, doth not us rejoice ! 
We think how oft we've heard that Voice in vain. 
And thus reflecting, turn from it again ! — 






LEISURE HOURS. 141 

Value the present — Oh, beloved, be wise ! 
On present hopes and duties fix your eyes — 
Or, wandering over each departed scene. 
May God be with iis, teaching us to glean 

Lessons of hoUness, and love, and peace. 
Our labours to direct, our faith increase ; 
That we no more idly, and sadly dream. 
But while we mourn the past, the past redeem. 
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' Give me. Lord, a voice to praise Thee, 
Give me, Lord, a heart to love ; 

From earth's grovelling cares upraise me. 
From earth's faithless fears remove. 

May this hope be mine for ever. 
Dearest, nearest to my heart : 

From Christ's love no power can sever. 
In that love have I a part ! 

May I seek not joy, but Duty, 

Real joy, but Duty brings — 
She flings glory, honour, beauty. 

Even o'er the meanest things I 
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Teach me. Lord of Love, to cherish 

Everything is dear to Thee ; 
But let foolish wishes perish. 

Perish thoughts of vanity ! — 

Trusting, hoping, serving, loving. 

This be my rejoicing here ! 
Changing, resting, or removing. 

Let me ever feel Thee near I — 

In Thy mercy. Lord, forgive me 

All my ill-spent, evil days — 
Late I come, but yet receive me. 

Sanctify me to Thy praise I 

Not earth's honour, friendship, fortune. 

Ask I of Thee, Lord most high. 
But that Thou wilt be my portion. 

While I live, and when I die I 
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Oh, we talk about the future. 
Of the good we mean to do. 

We paint it in bright colouring. 
And the vision love to view ! 

As all things in perspective seem 
Much smaller than they are. 

So nothing seems too difficult 
When looked on from afar. 

Little annoyances and ills. 
We ne'er observe at all. 

And great obstructions melt away. 
As hope-beams on them fall ! — 
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—God shews us what we ought to do^ 

In love reveals His will, 
And with affection for the same. 

Kindly, our hearts doth fill : 

He promiseth His special grace, 

His omni-potent aid. 
That we, rejoicingly, go forth. 

Our trust upon Him staid : 

And to him who simply, faithfiilly. 

Upon Grod's word relies. 
His highest hopes of serving Him 

Are glorious prophecies I — 

But,' oh, think not in Fancy's fields 

Wisdom or strength to glean ! 
These flourish well in Duty's paths. 

But nowhere else are seen ! 

Nor boast of what may never be. 
Of good things done in thought — 

Remember, if God bless thee not. 
Thou canst not compass ought : 

L 
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And to those who do the will of Christ. 

He maketh Himself known. 
But the hopes and dreams of indolence 

He will not deign to own. 

Grace is laid up in store for grace. 

More gifts for him that hath ; 
But for the worthless child of sloth 

Is treasured nought but wrath* 

£ach loving deed, each kindly word 

Expands the mind and heart. 
And fits them to sustain, beloTcdf 

A higher, better part. 

But each kind deed, or word, withheld. 

Albeit carelessly. 
Stunts the mind's growth, and does the heart 

No little injury 1 — 

On to perfection — on beloved I 
Ask God that thou may'st hear 

His kind word ever telling thee, 
" This is the way, walk here." 
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On to perfection— on beloved ! — 

Christ for your pattern take, 
Ask Gk)d to make you like to Him, 

For His all-nghteous sake. — 

Although accustomed to the praise 

Of seraphim above. 
He scorned not man's poor wavering faith. 

And frail, uncertain love i 

Although redemption's work complete. 

Ever before Him lay. 
He never slighted one least step 

In aU His glorious way ! 

An undistinguished poor man's place. 

With lowly patience. He 
Filled meekly, till the hour was come 

When He our guide should be ! 

In looking on towards the end. 

He never lost the sight 
Of any opportunity 

Of doing ought was right.—* 

L 2 
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— Lord grant the joy before us set. 
The hope exultant given, 

Exalt our minds, direct our paths> 
Allure us on to heaven. 

Making us e'er above all else. 
To win Thy favour strive ; 

Not caring what our lot on earth. 
So this at last arrive. 

Thinking no sacrifice too great. 
No lowUest work too small. 

But seeing Thee in every thing. 
And blessing Thee for all. — 

— ^Visions, beloved, of glorious diings 
Before our eyes are spread. 
That in our walk of faith we be 
Cheered, 'lightened, comforted : 

But he who fixes but his thoughts 
On that which may be done. 

Resembles him who blinds his eyes 
With gazing on the sun. 
8 
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Every day has special gifts. 

Every day, a special duty — 
Yet foolish man lays blessings by 

Till age has spoiled and dimmed their beauty ! 
That God giveth thee to spend. 

Ever loseth in the keeping — 
Who will hoard in sowing time. 

That reckons of a time of reaping ! 

Keep Gk>d's gifts in thine own hand. 

As a miser, save and cherish, 
Little benefit they give. 

For thou and they, ahke, must perish. 
If thy heavenly Father send 

Every thing in its right season. 
To lay aside is to pervert. 

And err alike from faith and reason. 
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Is JehoTah Grod to-day. 

And not also God to-morrow ? — 
Even in famine, for himself. 

The Christian need not fear nor sorrow ;*— 
Grod's great storehouse never fails, 

Inexhaustihle his riches !— 
Learn ye from the cruse of oil. 

And from the loaves and little fishes. 

Not for some great ftiture work 

Save ye thought or wise reflection. 
Talent, learning, sense or wealth— 

For nought shall profit such collection : 
Ne'er canst thou materials lack. 

If thy God he thine employer- 
Keep not then His treasures back. 

To tempj the thief and the destroyer !— 

— But alas, poor child of earth I 

Perchance thou'rt not Jehovah seeking. 
It may he, hopes of praise, or fame. 

Thy wayward thoughts from Him are keeping ! 
It may be, for to build thyself 
A temple in this world of changes. 
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Thou hoardest God's materials — 
And this thy heart from Him estranges. 

On men's minds thy hand might grave 

The name of God for endless ages ! 
Would'st thou write thine own instead. 

Upon the world's deca3ring pages ! 
In the hope of earthly fame> 

Would'st thou live, thy Grod offending — 
Die, to rise to scorn and shame. 

Heir of ahhorrence never-ending ! 

Would'st thou 1 would'st thou ? Count the cost — 

Think of all thou'rt sacrificing — 
Thou who prizest honour so. 

Think ! — a universe despising !— 
Think again — ^in God's free love 

Eternal life and glory given ! 
To shine forth as the sun, to have 

A name, a place, a throne in heaven ! 
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THE BLESSED, 



Oh, blessed are the rich, the great. 

The taleoted, the wise. 
Those on whom praise and honour wait 

Whom every one must prize— 
The powerful, the prosperous. 

The beautiful, the dear — 
Blessed are they in all their ways— . 

Yea, blessed every where ! 
In every place, and state, and dime — 

Elected from their birth I — 
— So writeth he who writes for time. 

So speaks the child of earth. 
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But blessed are the lowly ones. 

Blessed are those who mourn. 
And Poverty's afflicted sons, 

And those whom others scorn. 
The hungry and the thirsty soul. 

The meek and contrite heart — 
Eternity's vast page unroll — 

See, theirs the better part ! — 
— ^Ah ! thus, beloved, speaketh He, 

The Teacher from above. 
These are the blessed. Lord, of Thee, 

The children of Thy love !— 

— Are riches, honour, favour thine — 

Oh, be this ne'er forgot, 
Whate'er deem earth, the Voice divine 

Calls thine a dangerous lot ! 
Ask God to hold thee up by grace. 

To let thy feet not slide. 
To shelter thee in His embrace 

From the assaults of pride : 
That He His love in thee display. 

And heavenly gifts bestow — 
Or take thy valued things away, 

And lay thy glory low 1 
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Is suffering, contempt, distress. 

Thy portion, child of care ?^- 
Scom not the cup of bitterness. 

For there's a blessing there. 
Ask Him who drained that cup for thee 

To watch thee from above. 
Teach thee in all to Him to flee. 

And compass thee with love ! 
Ask Him who guides the seraphim. 

Thy grief fulfil its end. 
Knit Him to thee, and thee to Him, 

Thy sympathizing Friend ! — 

But trust not thou in poverty. 

Nor think that grief can save : 
Or that thy wealth excuseth thee. 

If dissipation's slave. 
The eye, that in affliction's hour 

Will not look up to Him, 
Shall when Christ cometh in His power. 

Be still cast down and dim. 
And giflai against the Giver turned — 

Love, beauty, light, or gold — • 
Oh ! were l^eir fearful end discerned. 

Who would not dread to hold 1 
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There's no one cares for Margery — 

She tracks her lonely way. 
And no one speaks a word of love 

To her the live-long day : 
She has some sorrow at her hearty 

God knows what it can be. 
She nothing says, but yet, poor girl. 

It's plain enough to see. 

She always was industrious, 

And she's not less so now. 
For all her changeless, hopeless eye. 

And cold and sullen brow — 
You'd think some one might speak to her. 

She seems so very sad — 
But no one cares for Margery, 

Whether she's grieved or glad ! 
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Ah ! this is one among the ills 

That reading novels does^ 
It hlinds our eyes^ or steels our heart 

To every-day folks' woes : 
People in books we pity much. 

Their griefs we grieve to see- 
Men made by men^ Oh^ righteous Grod, 

These have our sympathy ! — 

And so poor Margery goes on^ 

A lonely, wretched thing, 
Without one kind, inquiring word. 

In all her sorrowing ! — 
— Gt)d is not far from any one. 

For He is everywhere, 
But in the hour of grief He is 

Oh, most extremely near ! 

Have ye not often found, beloved. 

In pain, or need, or grief. 
How small a, word to God hath brought 

Thee comfort or relief? 
How ye had but to look, to see 

Bright visions from above ! 
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And but to listen, and ye heard 
Sweet whispers of His love ! — 

Remember this, and be assured. 

Wherever is distress. 
There waits thy gracious, loving Lord, 

To succour, cheer, and bless ! 
And there go thou, and thou shalt be 

His fellow-worker there : 
For this pray thou, and doubt thou not 

But God shall hear thy prayer. 

The house of mourning wise men choose. 

And not the house of mirth — 
The one is full of heaven they know. 

The other full of earth. — 
<' But the house of mourning's far away, 

*Tis a long and weary road' — 
Well, who would mind how far he walked. 

To go and sit with God ! — 

But it is not so, there's pain enough. 

And sorrow far and near. 
But we lack a watchful, kindly eye 

To note that sorrow, dear ! 



157 
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A heart washed pure from selfishness^ 
And fancies vain and wild, 

And knit to God — Oh, such, beloved, 
Is his devoted child I 
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GRIEVE NOT FOR DISAPPOINTMENTS. 

Grieve not for disappointments^ 

Tis good that they should be : 
Thou would'st not seek a heavenly guide, 

Gould'st thou thy own way see : 

Thou would' St not seek almighty aid, 

Gould thy weak heart suppose 
Thyself had power and thought enou§^ 

To fight against thy foes :— - 

Na>9 thou would'st think th^fti god— - 

For we are full of pride. 
And there is nothing good in us. 

But is from heayeu supplied : 
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And what would e'er remind iis then. 

To turn our eyes to heaven ! 
Ah, disappointments vex our hearts. 

But kindly are they given !^ 

Grieve not for disappointments — 

Art thou a child of Grod, 
They cannot hinder thee, nay, more. 

They help thee on thy road ! 

For many waters cannot quench 

The stedfast flame of love — 
No, nor not all the streams on earth. 

If kindled from ahove. 

Earth hath no chance in war with heaven- 

And heaven's holy fire, 
O'ermastering earth's cold enmity. 

Bums brighter, clearer, higher !— 

Grieve not for disappointments. 

For oft what we call such. 
Are the very means to bring about 

What we desire so much, 



i 
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And, like the patriarch, we say, 

" All things are against me !*' 
Because their meaning, and their end, ,^^ 

As yet we cannot see. — 

Oh, he who suffered for his crimes 

With " Him who knew no sin," 
And sought His grace, nor found it yet 

Too late that grace to win ! 

Had he a pious mother, and 

'Tis possible he might. 
Could she but think his sun had set 

In wild despair's black night ? 

Could she, unless inspired, e'er dream 

Her hopeless, weeping eyes 
Should yet behold her guilty child 

With Christ in paradise ? 

That, that which seemed the grave of hope^ 

The finish of despair. 
Was the crown of her rejoicing. 

The fulfilment of hei prayer — 

M 
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Grieve not for disappointments ! — 
Ah, but sometimes thou must ! 

Oh, Lord of heaven, give us grace 
In Thee to put our trust ! 

Oh, give us grace to look to Thee 
In young hope's smiling day ; 

And through the night of storm or gloom. 
Thy comforts yet convey ! 

Be Thou our changeless dwelling-place' 
In all earth's care and strife ; 1 

Our Friend in death, and oh ! not less. 
Our Friend and Guide in life ! 

And thcQ, when Grief and Fear arrive. 
And Joy and Hope take flight. 

We shall look upward through our tears. 
And say, " It miist be right !*' 

And feel Thine arm around us still. 

And hear Thy voice of love, 
And pray Thee lead us as Thou wilt. 

And as Thou wilt, reprove ; 
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And give Thee thanks in every thing — 

Our will because. Lord, Thine, 
There mtist be gladness in the heart 

On which God's hght doth shine ! — 

But, oh, art thou a child of earth,^ 
Are these things nought to thee, — 

Seeking all happiness in time. 
None in eternity ? 

Building thy hopes of bliss on air. 

Thy house upon the sand ; 
Not caring for the fears of God 

Seeking no better land ? — 

I do not bid thee, grieve not, then — 

Nay, but return, how long ! 
While we are wandering from God 

There's every thing goes wrong ! 

Then, disappointments wound and crush. 

Successes prosper pride — 
We cannot but be losers then. 

No matter what betide ! — 

M 2 
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Ohy let us seek Christ earnestly — 

He is the only good, 
And but in Him can we receive 

The happiness we would ! 

Let us destroy our temples. 
And build us one above — 

And thrust aside our idols, 
To give the Lord our love ! . 



8 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S CALLING. 



Christian^ thou art called to love — 
All earth's sons on thee have claim- 

Tis thy guidingstar above, 
'Tis thy Master's work and name !- 

Never let this thought remove. 

Christian, thou art called to love. 

Others may be proud and stem. 
Careless of another's good — 

Linger not their path to learn. 
Let thine own be understood : — 

Never let this thought remove. 

Christian, thou art called to love*^ 
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Christian, tbou art called to Iotc — 
Be thy calling ne'er forgot — 

Though contempt or ill ye prove, 
Suffer wrong, return it not. 

Never let this thought remove. 

Christian, thou art called to love. 

Boast not of thy righteousness. 
Strength of mind, or purity — 

Thinking others, lower, less. 
Holding back thy sympathy ! 

Never let this thought remove. 

Christian, thou art called to love. — 

In thy robe, so white and cold. 
Dost thou wrap thee, like a shroud ? 

Nay, but in Messiah's fold. 
None are distant, heartless, proud ! 

Never let this thought remove. 

Christian, thou art called to love ! 

Christ thou dost not know as yet. 

Or thou could' St not thus rehearse 
Thy good doings, and forget 
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Thou art erring and perverse. 
Turn on others scornful eyes. 
Nor care to heal what ye despise ! 

When the Sun of Righteousness, 
Really, to thy view appears, — 

Melts away thy cold, white dress, 
Nothing leaving thee hut tears, — 

That, before which thou didst bow. 

Well thou seest is nothing now ! 

Then ye seek the robe of love, 
Then the wedding garment seek. 

To be clothed from above — 
Lowly, sorrowful, and meek — 

Robes of earth, and earthly leaven. 

Neither have a place in heaven — 

Let us. Saviour, 7U)U) look up. 
Let us now Thy glory see. 

In the land of hfe and hope. 
While we yet may cry to Thee ! 

Not, Lord, in the fearful day 

When all hope is swept away ! — 
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'^ Christian, thou art called to love !" 
Open, Lord, our ears to hear 

The voice which speaketh ^m ahove. 
Crying to us everywhere ! 

Never let this thought remove, 

*' Christian, thou art called to love !'' 
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GRIEVE NOT ! 



Grieve not thou art not beautiful^ 

Thy God hath made thee thos^ 
And He who loves us best, best knows 

What shall be best for us. 
Seek Him, and He will free thy soul 

From discontent's proud leayen — 
And thou'lt be beautiful enough 

When thou arrive at heaven ! 

Grieve not that thou art ignorant. 

Nor thy lowly lot despise. 
For glorious work hath God for thee. 

Not less than for the wise ! 
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Seek Him, and, but a little while. 
And the mists shall pass away. 

And thy clear eyes open in the realms 
Of everlasting day ! 

Grieve not thou art uncared for here — 

But raise thy thoughts above. 
To Him who gave His life for thine. 

And asks of thee thy love. 
The happiness of heaven even here. 

By faith, thy heart may share — 
And what is all the love on earth 

To what awaits thee there ! 

Grieve not that poverty is thine. 

For is it not more worth 
Treasure to have laid up in heaven. 

Than treasure upon earth ? — 
Were riches good for thee, be sure 

They had not been denied — 
Praise God in all, nor doubt His love 

Whatever thou lack beside ! 

Grieve not thou art affliction's child. 
Acquainted with distress ; 
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But seek His love who will not leave 

His people comfortless. 
There is no grief nor trouble known 

Above those glorious skies. 
For God Himself hath wiped the tears 

From His dear children's eyes ! 

Tlie thorns and briers that mar our road, 

God plants not to annoy. 
But to spur us on to the bright abode 

Of never-endiilg joy : 
If all were as we wished on earth. 

Here should we wish to rest. 
Nor hope to reach, nor press to win 

The mansions of the blest I 
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God chooses who shall love us — 

God chooses us our way — 
Around^ about/ above us. 

All must His will obey : 
Then grieve not art thou Mendless, 

God is all kind> all wise ! 
God's love for him is endless 

Who on His love relies. 

To Him are all our dangers. 

And all our failings known,— 
Should Mends from Him estrange us, 

'Tis best we be alone ; 
Should earthly pleasure given. 

But make our hands grow slack. 
And wean our hearts from heaven, 

'Tis best we pleasure lack. 



LEISURE HOURS. 173 



Lord^ give- us hearts to trost Thee, 

For these the most we need* 
To feel thou e er hast justly* 

And tenderly decreed : 
And whatsoever* hlindly* 

That would injure us we would* 
Oh* Lord* withhold it kindly. 

Watch over us for good ! 
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They loved us better when they knew us not ! 

Oh tell me what can be 
A sadder^ nay^ a more heart-rendmg thought^ 

Than this to thee ! 

The good, the noble, merit love and praise^- 

We feel we are not thus— 
So the kind smile on which we love to gaze. 

Is not for us ! 

To think that all the love on earth we gain. 

As hjrpocrites is ours 1 
That that which pleaseth most, should give most 
pain! 

Cause saddest hours ! 
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Oh, Lord, when many things upon our heart 

This bitter thought impress. 
Do thou Thy Spirit graciously impart. 

That it may bless ! 

Turning our best affections e'er to Thee, 

Who knowest all our ill. 
And yet, in Thy divine benignity. 

Canst love us still ! 

Making us check the murmuring vrord or thought. 

Whatever may befal : 
Reminding, though our way with grief he fraught, 

We've earned it all. 

Letting us not so arrogantly rise 

Against contempt or change — 
Thinking, — Ah, well, and if they do despise. 

It's not so strange I 

And, Oh I Lord, with regard to other men. 

Give Thou us eyes to see. 
Not but what is, not but what we see then. 

But what may be. 
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Oh> when we see man^s energies conduce 

To other's hurt or ill. 
Let's see them nohly turned to their right Hse, 

Thy blessed will ! 

And^ see we weak men to the wicked cling. 

As proud to share their shame. 
Behold we them thus bound unto their King, 

Praising His name ! 

And may the angry look, the furious word. 

Remind of the last days. 
When to the ploughshare shall be changed the sword. 

And wrath to praise ! 

Looking through indolence may we the sweet. 

The lovely picture see. 
Of Mary, sitting lowly at thy feet. 

To learn of Thee!— 

Lord, seeing sinners in destruction's road. 

Teach, force us to review 
The little we have done, the much, oh, Grod, 

"We have to do ! 
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And grant, henceforth, thy Spirit, that we speak 

The seasonable word, 
With watchful kindness, and with patience meek — 

And be it heard ! 

And grant us. Lord, thy Spirit, that we pray. 

With earnest, longing heart. 
That all we meet may yet find Wisdom's way. 

Choose the good part ! 

May gratitude, and love, and duty bind. 

Alike, our hearts to Thee ! 
May we. Lord, serve Thee with devoted mind 

Eternally ! 



N 



178 REFLECTIONS FOR 



" 0, satisfy us, early, with Thy mercy '' 



Would' ST thou have joy and gladness upon earthy 
Would' st thou fulfil the object of thy birth, — 
Intreat God's mercy satisfy thy heart. 
And there abide, and never thence depart ! 

Intreat that thou may'st search and try thy ways, 
Bedeem thy profitless, thy mispent days, 
God's truth, God's love, henceforth, in all things see. 
And feel His glory shining into thee ! 

Intreat thy God encompass thee, guide, bless. 
Array thee in His robe of righteousness — 
Give thee to gaze so on His beauty bright. 
That thou become Uke Him, reflect His Ught ! 
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Intreat that in His love thy God shall own. 
And bless thy labours ; that ye so make known 
His love and power, and free, unfailing grace. 
That others smile to hear, and long to embrace. 

Intreat thy hfe be altered in its course, — 
Become, henceforth, a streamlet from the source 
Of living waters — this is not too much 
To ask, beloved, many lives are such I 

And such there are in every rank, place, state. 
Both rich and poor, illiterate and great — 
These are the Hght, these are the salt, the leaven. 
These uphold earth, these are the heirs of heaven I 
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\ Walk in the way that God shall choose for thee 
Calmly and cheerfully, nor doubt its end — 
The wisest guide must not Jehovah be ? 

Jesus, thy Saviour, the most loving friend ? — 

What know we of our future ? — we prepare. 
And fit ourselves for what may never be. 

Our hearts are anxious, and oppressed with care- 
Yet we endure this thraldom willingly ! 

We forget God cares for us — that He knows. 
And He knows only, what He wills for us. 

Or we should find in Him serene repose. 
And never be disquieted, dear, thus. — 
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God speaks to us, — our path of duty's clear, 

" This should ye do," or, " this friend needs thine 
aid!" 

And we are grieved, we do not like to hear, — 
" It will so hinder us !" who has not said ! 

There is some work, perchance, we have in hand, 
Or we are studying — and we turn away. 

And think, alas, we will not understand ! 
'Twill do some other time, some other day I 

And so we lose God*s lesson, so we lose 
The very hlessing then we needed most ! 

We will not enter into God's great views. 
For we lack faith, and so His gifts are lost. 

God only knows our future, and can fit 

The present to its benefit and use : 
But we think we know what can benefit, 

And what must really to our good conduce. 

And so we walk by sight, our own eyes guide. 
Instead of the All-seeing— and, God knows 

How bitterly we suffer for our pride. 
Are led, and hindered, and misled by foes ! 
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Lift up your eyes on high, beloved, and view 
The glorious stars — these all by Him are led. 

By Him who in His love would counsel you. 
Did ye not choose yourself to guide instead ! 

With what calm majesty they hold their course ! 

Not one can fail, for strong in power is He — 
Nothing can fail that draws from such a source 

Its strength, its wisdom, or its dignity ! — 

— Then for our present — ^wrong we palliate. 
And e'er excuse the little good we do. 

Saying our difficulties are so great, 

Drawbacks so many, helps so very few. 

Are riches ours, grandeur, state ? alas. 

We then have scripture proof of what we say ! 

Our path is difficult, and yet we pass. 

Content and mirthful, down destruction's way ! 

Most difficult ! — and did Christ tell us so 
To make us careless, hardened, unconcerned ? 

Blessings, not curses, from Messiah flow — 
Oh, be not blessings into curses turned I 
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Christ speaks to warn us, tells us of His love 
With whom all things are possible, and how, 

Enriched, beloved, with wisdom from above. 
We may make Mammon to Messiah bow. 

" As is thy day, even so thy strength shall be," 
Saith He thou seekest, (if indeed ye seek). 

For wheresoever thou art placed, is He 
Who shields the encompassed, and supports the 
weak. 

Oh, there are many now in paradise. 

Who were on earth tempted and weak as thou, 

But they sought guidance of the Only Wise, 

And learned of Him in whom they triumph now ! 

Who hath great power, must have great hinderance 
too — 

Art thou much hindered, do not then complain : 
Ask God with saving strength thine heart to endue. 

And that which seemed thy loss shall be thy gain. 

Satan would have thy talents — yea, and will. 
If thou no guidance seekest but thine own : 
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Prospered by God they shall their end fulfil. 
But wound thee, crush thee, hast thou them 
alone ! — 

— Are our years spent in labour ? — then we say 
We have no time our minds, our hearts, to improve, 

And we repine throughout each weary day. 
Losing quite sight of God's unchanging love ! 

We never think in our weak hearts' dark pride. 
That our Redeemer was a labourer too — 

Or we should feel Him ever at our side. 
And sweet would be to labour in His view ! 

And He would give us thoughts that cheered Him, 
And sweet instruction such as angels hear ; 

Our eye of faith, no longer closed or dim. 

His hand would guide us, and His smile would 
cheer ! 

— Is suffering our portion ? — have we lain 
For days, or years, on sickness' weary bed. 

Fearing we never shall be well again. 
With many anxious cares disquieted ! — 
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" All things are yours," our own apostle saitb. 
If we are Christ's all things are for our good ! — 

If every thing were plain, what need of faith I 
Grod need not lead us if our own sense could ! 

Beloved, though the way by which ye go 
Be sad and drear, be sure it is the right — 

Hereafter, if not here, thou'lt find it so. 

And bless thy God for darkness as for light I 

Is it not very sweet to all our hearts. 

To soothe, and cheer, and comfort those we love 1 
What luxury the returning smile imparts 

Of those whose pain we've struggled to remove ! 

And people that we cared not for before. 
When they are sick, or sad, our hearts cling to— 

Their faults, their follies, then we see no more 
We love them — 'tis our nature so to do. 

And if we, with our hearts of selfishness. 
Find sweetest pleasure striving to be kind. 

Love most our friends in suffering or distress. 
We, broken shadows of the Eternal Mind ! 
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What is the love and pity of our Grod, 

Love's fountain ! His o'erflowing sympathy 

Who left, heloved, heaven's bright abode. 
To be Himself a son of grief for thee ! — 

He watcheth by thee — not alone ye grieve — 
Open thine heart that He may enter in ! 

The hope He whispers never shall deceive I 
His cheering solace hath no taint of sin I — 

We cannot live in close communion 

With the good God, and not be changed thereby : 
Oh, blessed grief that forms such union. 

That knits earth's lowUest child to the Most High ! 

Only seek Jesus I — only trust in Him ! 

And if it please Him soon thy soul to remove, 
Thou'lt be a fitter friend for seraphim. 

And glorious welcome waits for thee above ! 

Or if it please Him thou recover, then 
Thou wilt go forth rejoicing on thy road. 

And be a fitter friend for other men. 

Knowing the comforts of the eternal God ! — 
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— Beloved, be we what we may, or where. 
Let this thought cheer us, elevate our mmd, — 

" It is the mighty Grod hath placed me here — 
Here may I bless — ^here shall I blessing find !" 

But never let us, dear, contented be. 
No, not in any station, rank, or place. 

Till we have Jesus Christ for company. 

Are made partakers of His special grace ! — 

— We read the lives of holy men of old. 
Their faith, their hope, their confidence in God — 

And wherefore is the glorious history told ? — 
That we may tread the paths that they have trod. 

God is not changed since then, and why was He 
So kind to them, so watchful, and so true I — 

They were not less children of earth than we. 
Nor less by nature helpless sinners too I 

It was for Jesus' sake Gt)d blessed them so. 
The promise of their Saviour was their stay : — 

The very source from whence our blessings flow. 
The same for ever, yesterday, to-day ! 
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Why should we be less holy ? is it said 

Throughout the scripture, dear, that such must be ? 

We cauuot lead the heavenly lives they led ? — 
No, not a word of this we ever see. 

Prophets and righteous men of olden time. 

Have longed to hear the words that we have heard. 

Have longed to gaze upon those truths sublime. 
That we read, when we will, out of God's word ! 

And wherefore, if more knowledge brought less love ? 

Made us more distant from, and not more near 
Our glorious Friend and Advocate above ? — 

They knew not what they wished, if such things 
were ! 

Nay, but our Lord Himself, bespoke those blest 
To whom was given to know these glorious things — 

So must our lot on earth, indeed, be best. 
And most unjust our faithless murmurings ! 

Blessing that made our fathers trust Him thus, 
God pours on us in yet more kindly showers — 

Their hymns of praise were made not less for us — 
Gt)d's promises to them not less are ours — 
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And greater promises have we to cheer — 

With hopes more glorious are our souls supplied ; 

Jesus has walked on earth since they were here. 
The air we breathe His breath hath sanctified ! — 

Murmur not, children of the latter days. 

Members of Christ, and branches of God's vine. 

The Lord hath formed thee, temples to His praise. 
Himself inhabiting each sacred shrine ! 

Let not thy hands be idle, thy tongue mute. 
Thou art not walking upon earth alone. 

Thy God is glorified when ye bear fruit. 

He will thy labours bless, thy labours own ! — 

The fathers walked with God by faith, and we 
In God, as one with Him, bearing His name — 

So speaks, beloved, the eternal God to thee. 
These are the promises that thou may'st claim ! 

And mean they nothing ! — seek, and ye shall find 
The Lord is not a man that He should lie. 

The Son of man that He should change His mind, 
Weak to fulfil, impotent to supply. 
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His word is power ! — ^the boundless universe 

Sprang forth from nothing at its glorious sound : 

Heaven, earth, and hell, alike its strength rehearse — 
That word is Truth, no change in it is found ! 



Then doubt not, fear not it can fail for thee — 
Nor deem auch thoughts too high thy mind to 
engage. 

But cherish, and embrace them earnestly — 
If we are Christ's, they are our heritage. 

Our talents vary, as our labours do. 

For each one hath a different place to fill. 

And God doth each with different gifts endue, 
According to the purpose of His will : 

But these rich promises belong to all. 
As every common blessing is the best ; 

Yea, these are ours whatever may befal. 
Ours to rejoice in, ours in which to rest. — 

Lord, give us grace that these we so apply. 
That they may comfort us, direct, and cheer. 

Bind the bruised reed, and dry the tearful eye — 
" I'm not alone, my Saviour too is here I" 
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May they be with us in the hour of prayer. 
Reminding us, when faithless doubts arise. 

Of our great Head whose glorious name we bear — 
'* Oh, not alone my prayer to heaven flies !" 



May they be with us when our faltering tongue 
Holds back the word that yet it longs to speak — 

*' The word of God is comforting and strong. 
Though I who speak it may be poor and weak !" 

May they be with us when, with thirsty heart. 
We long after perfection — " God is Loye I" 

And I am joined to Him, of Him a part. 
And I shall see Him as He is above ! — 

— Beloved, their works who feel that they are nought. 
But trust in Jesus, and in Him alone. 

Are always blessed, and with blessing fraught — 
For with His faithful servant Christ is one ! 

And they taste angels' joy, who, taught by grace. 

Rejoice and glory in Jehovah's will ; 
Not murmuring that they fill a lowly place. 

But striving righteously that place to fill. — 
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Oh, we are straightened in ourselves when we 
Complain we have so little power to serve. 

We hold communion with God's enemy. 

Pride reasons with us, and our footsteps swerve. 

There is not one among us any where. 

However little or despised he be. 
But by example, kind advice, or prayer. 

May work for Jesus and eternity. 

All souls are dear to Christ, and He will have 
His representatives 'mid high and low ; 

All people, everywhere. He died to save. 

And into every heart His love would flow ! — 

— The beggar, Lazarus, lay at Dives' gate — 
Of Lazarus' life no more account is given — 

We see him needy, scorned, and desolate, 
Then leaning upon Abraham's breast in heaven ! 

Remember him, and be content thy meek 
And lowly works be known but to thy Lord ; — 

His help, and His approval do thou seek. 
And sure, as glorious, shall be thy reward ! — 
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Commit thy way to Grod, and be at peace — " 
Ask Him to prosper it when and how He will : 
And great shall be thy righteousness' increase^ 
For He who fiUeth heaven, thy heart shall fill. 

" Commit thy way to Him," and He shall guide. 
Guard and support thee till thou come to heaven : 

Thou shalt not faint, nor fail, whate'er betide. 
For heavenly succour shall to thee be given. 

** Commit thy way to Him," and though it seem 
A poor, and mean, and miserable road. 

That glorious light shall on thy pathway stream 
Which maketh glad the city of our God ! 

" Commit thy way to Him" — Oh, Lord of Love, 
Order our goings by Thy mercy thus ! 

Let us Thy glorious promise taste and prove ! 
Father of mercies ! be it so with us ! 

THE END. 

LONDON : 
a. J. PALMER, PaiNTKR, bAVOY KTRKRT, STRAND. 



IE 



JOHN HATCHARD AND SON 



HAVE LATELY PUBLISHED. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF CEYLON, 

After a Residence of nearly Thirteen Years ; with an Account of 
the Church Missionary Society's Operations in that Island, and 

Extracts from a Journal. 

By the Rev. JAMES SELKIRK, Curateof Myddleton Tyas, York- 
shire. 

1 vol. 8vo. price 14s. with a Map and various Illustrations. 



FUTUKE DAYS, 

A Scries of Letters to my Pupils. Intended as a Present for 
Young Ladies leaving Schciol. 

1 vol. 12mo. price 5s. cloth. 

Among the contents will be found : Content and Occupation — 
Mental Cultivation — Conversation — Marriage — Wives of celebrated 
men— Training the Young — Servants — A Sketch — Liberality — 
The Christian's Hope — Biographical Notices. 

" The tone is unexceptionable, and the morality inculcated not 
of too impracticable a character.'*' — Spedator. 



Works published by /. Hatchard and Son, 



SUNDAY READINGS FOR THE FAMILY 

AND THE CLOSET. By the Rev. J. Norman Pearson, 
M.A., locumbent of the District Church, Tunbridge Wells. 
12mo., price 7s. cloth. 



€t 



Sound and practical.^^ — British Magazine. 
''*' A most valuable work."— CAurcA of England Magazine. 

CHILLON; or, PROTESTANTS OF THE SIX- 
TEENTH CENTURY. An Historical Tale. By Miss 
Janb Louisa Will yams. In 2 vols, post 8vo« cloth, price 18s. 



THE APOSTLES' CREED, Considered in relation 

to the wants of the Religious Sense, and certain errors of the 
Present Day. By the Rev. Thomas Griffith, A.M., Minister 
of Ram's Episcopal Chapel, Homerton, Author of " The Spi- 
ritual Life," &c. &c. 1 vol. l2mo. price lOs. cloth. 

" We have perused this work with pleasure, for there is in it 
sound scholarship, a correct, and often elegant, exposition of 
doctrinal points, and a truly pious and devout spirit." — Gentle- 
man^ 8 Magazine. 

THE COUNTRY PARSON'S WIFE. Being in- 
tended as a Continuation of- and Companion to, ^ Herbert *s 
Country Parson." By Mrs. Thomas Clark, of East Berg- 
holt, (late Louisa Lane). 1 voU fcap. price 2b. 6d. cloth. 



THE PARISH RESCUED ; or, LAYMEN'S 

DUTIES, RIGHTS, AND DANGERS. By the Rev. W. F. 
Wtlkinson, M.A., Theological Tutor of Cheltenham College. 
Author of *' The Rector in Search of a Curate.'* 



